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fj;  CSCIUS  decess'd,  each  high  afpiring  pLiy'r 
-L  V   Puih'd  ail  his  mt*refi  for. the  vacant  chair, 
'i  he  buGcin'd  heroes  oi^the  mimic  ftage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage  ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condelcends 
Humbly  10  court  the  favour  of  his  friends  ; 
For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  milliaps. 
And,  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  viftorious  chiefs  cf  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fappliant's  form  allume, 
In  pompous  lirain  light  o'er  th'  extinguiih'd  warv. 
And  llievV  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  Tear. 

But  though  bare  merit  miglit  in  Rome  appear- 
The  ftrongefc  pica  for  fav^our,  'tis  not  here ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 
And  they  will  bell  fucceed,  who  bell  can  pay  : 
Thofe,  wlio  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifn  tribes, 
jMuft  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  cf  bribes. 

What  can  an  a^Tcor  give  ?  In  ev'ry  age 
Caih  hatli  been  rudely  banifh'd  from  the  ftage  ; 
Monarchs  thimRlves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r> 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there  ; 

b   2  They 
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They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  feat. 

Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 

Wine  !  they  could  bribe  you  with  the  world  as  foon. 

And  of  roall:  beef,  they  only  know  the  tune  : 

But  what  they  have  they  give  ;  could  Clive  do  more. 

Though  for  each  milHon  he  had  brought  home  four  ? 

Shuter  keeps  open  houfe  at  Southwark  fair. 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there; 
In  Smithfield,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love,  inilead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Old  Houfe,  for  even  Foote  will  be. 
In  felf-ccnceit,  an  aftor,  bribes  with  tea  ; 
Which  Wiikinfon  at  fecond-hraid  receives. 
And  at  the  New,  pours  v/ater  on  the  leaves. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  fev'ral  ways. 
As  paiTicn,  humour,  int'refl,  party  fways. 
Things  of  no  n->oment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  drefs  well  chcfen,  or  a  patch  mifplac'd. 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  diiUlle. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roll. 
And  thunder  Shuter's  praifes— he's  fo  t^roil. 
Emhox'd,  the  ladies  mull  have  fomething  fnart. 
Palmer  !   Oh  !   Palmer  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyef, 
J^ooks  up,  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  fize  ; 
Whilft  to  fix  feet  the  vig'rous  icripling  grown. 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan. 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  fupply'd, 

KyA  our  opinions  have  their  rlic  in  pride  ; 

When, 
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When,  in  difcourfing  on  each  mimic  elf. 
We  praife  and  cenfure  v/ith  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  mult  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  fuch  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide. 
By  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd  ; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  ^/V  afrefli  renew. 
Who  lliould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  trial :  —  Who  ? 

For  Johnfon  fome,  but  Johnfon,  it  was  fear'd. 
Would  be  too  grave  ;  and  Sterne  too  gay  appear'd : 
Others  for  Franckiin  voted  ;  but  'twas  known. 
He  ficken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
For  Colman  many,  but  the  pee  villi  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  young  : 
For  Murphy  fome  few  pUfrir.g  wits  declar'd, 
Whilft  Folly  clapp'd  her  hands,  and  Wifdom  llar'd. 

To  mifchief  train'd,  e'en  from  his  mother's  womb. 
Grown  old  in  fraud,  tho'  yet  in  manhood's  bloom. 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rife. 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  m.en  defpife ; 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fenate  loud. 
Dull  'mongil  the  dulleft,  proudeil  of  the  proud  ; 
A  pert,  prim.,  prater  of  the  norther-n  race, 
Guik  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  face. 
Stood  forth  ; — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lilly  hand  — 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  tyc — thrice  fcrok'dhis  band  — 

''  At  Friendihip's  call  (thus  oft  v/ith  trait'rous  aim. 
Men,  void  of  faith,  ufurp  faith's  facred  name) 
*'  At  Friendfliip's  call  I  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 
"   Wlio  thus  by  me  cicvelopes  his  intent. 

B   T,  "  But 
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■'  But  left,  transfused,  the  fpirlt  fhould  be  loft, 
f*  That  fpirit  which  in  ftorms  of  Rhetoric  toft, 
E*  Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
''  In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 

**  Thanks  to  my  friends. — But  to  vile  fortunes  born, 
*'  No  robes  of  fur  thefe  fhoulders  muft  adorn. 
''  Vain  your  applauf^f,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw; 
**  Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  law  ? 
'^  Twice  (curs'd  remembrance  !)  twice  Iftrove  to  gain 
*'   Admittance  'mongfi  the  law-inftra6led  train, 
"  Who,  in  the  Temple  and  Gray's-Inn,  prepare 
'*   For  clients  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare  : 
*^  Dead  to  thofe  arts,  which  polifii  and  refine, 
*^  Deaf  to  all  worth,  becauie  that  worth  was  77iim-y 
<^'  Twice  did  thofe  blockheads  llartJe  at  my  name, 
*'  And  foul  rejeclion  gave  me  up  to  ihame. 
*^'  To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bad  adieu, 
*'   And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  purfue. 
**  Who  will  may  be  a  judge — my  kindling  breail: 
-^''  Barns-fcr  tliat  chair  v/hich  Rofcius  once  polTefs'd, 
"'  Here  give  your  votes,  your  int'reft  here  exert, 
"    And  let  luccef^  for  avcv  attend  dcfert.'* 

Vrith  fiesk  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pa^e, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  v/ith  vacant  face. 
The  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  m^a'Lj'r  plen,— 
*<  Let  Favour  fpeak  for  others,  Vv^orth  for  me." — 
P'or  who,  .like  him,  his  various  powers  could  call 
Into  fo  many  fiiapes,  and  fiiine  in  all  ? 
Who  GOuld.  10  nobly  grace  the  n^iOtiey  jift, 
Ji.or,  injpc5.%r,  aoiior,  hctcnift  ? 

KnovvS 
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Knows  any  one  To  well — fure  no  one  knows, — 
At  once  to  play,  prefcrihei  ccjKpcund,  compc/e  .^ 
Who  can— But  Woodward  came,— Hill  flipp'd  away. 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  rifing  day. 

*  With  that  /cxu  Cunning,  which  in  fools  fupplies. 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wdfe. 

Which  Nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 

To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave  ; 

With  thaty;//oo//;  Falfhood,  whofe  appearance  charms. 

And  reafon  of  each  wholfome  doubt  difarms. 

Which  to  the  loweft  depths  of  guile  defcends. 

By  vileft  means  purfues  the  vileft  ends, 

V/ears  friendfhip's  mafk  for  purpofes  of  fpite. 

Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night ; 

With  that  7nalignant   Envy,  which  turns  pale. 

And  fickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail, 

V/hich  merit  and  fuccefs  purfues  with  hate. 

And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate ; 

V,  i:h  the  cold  Caution  of  a  coward's  fpleen, 

"Which  iz2.xs  not  guilt,  but  always  feeks  a  fcreen, 

Vrhich  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view — 

V\  hat's  hafely  done,  lliould  be  ^GT\tJafely  too  ; 

Vv  ith  tiiat  dull,  rooted,  callous  Impuderxe, 

Vv  hich,  dead  to  fhame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  fenfc, 

*  Thii  fevere  charader  was  intended  for  Mr.  Fltzpatrick, 
a  pcnon  who  had  rendered  himf.lf  rsniarkuble  by  his  a(fiivity 
in  ihe  }nayhoufe  riots  of  1763,  relative  to  the  taking  h^ii'  pricei. 
\\c  -vv-uj  liic  heio  uf  Garrick's  Fribbles iad.  £. 
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Ne'er  blufli'd,  unlefs,  in  fpreading  Vice's  fnares^ 
She  blunder'd  on  fome  virtue  una^vares  ; 
With  all  thefe  bleffings,  which  we  feldom  find 
Lavifli'd  by  nature  on  o/zc' happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  Fribble  tribe. 
Which  heart  can  fcarce  conceive,  or  pen  defcribe. 
Came  fanph-ing  on  ;  to  afcertain  whofe  fex 
Twelve,  fage,  impaneW d  m^xxoxis  would  perplex. 
"Hot  male,  nor  fe?nale  ;  neither,  and  yet  both; 
Of  neuter  gender,  tho'  of  Irzj^j  growth  ; 
j(\  lix-foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  its  gait ; 
Aired:ed,  peevifh,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearful  it  feem'd,  tho'  of  athletic  make, 
Lefl  brutal  breezes  fhould  too  roughly  fnake 
Its  tender  form,  2ind.fa^jage  motion  fpread. 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red. 
Much  did  //  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrafe. 
Of  genius  and  of  tafte,  of  play'rs  and  plays  ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  it/elf  had  wrote, 
O^  fpecial  merit,  tho'  of  little  note ; 
For  Fate,  in  a  ilrange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  wrote,  none  but  it/elf  iliould  read  ; 
Much  too  it  chatter'd  of  dramatic  laws. 
Misjudging  critics,  and  mifplac'd  applaufe. 
Then,  with  a  felf-compLicent  jutting  air, 
ItfmiPd,  it/mirli'd,  it  ^Mriggled  to  the  chair; 
And,  with  an  aukvvard  brifknefs  not  its  own. 
Looking  around,  and /'f?r/(/;zo- on  the  throne, 
Trium.phant  feern'd,  when  that  ilrange  favage  dame. 
Known  but  to  fev/,  or  only  known  by  nam.e. 

Plain 
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Plain  Common  Senfe  appear'd,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  faw,  and  blafted  with  her  frown. 
To  its  firfl  Hate  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  ihall  the  Mufe  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  <vain  nothijig  fhall  be  mortified) 
Nor  fhall  the  Mufe  (fhould  Fate  ordain  her  rimes. 
Fond,  pleafmg  thought  !.  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  fuch  a  trifier's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  chara6ler,  the  thing  forgot ; 
Let  //,  to  difappoint  each  future  aim, 
Li-ue  nxithout  Jex,  and  die  nx;ithout  a  name! 

Cold-blocdcd  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  Nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  their  lail ;  whofe  fiuggifh  blood,  half  froze. 
Creeps  lab'ring  thro'  the  veins  ;  whofe  heart  ne'er  glows 
With  fancy-kindled  heat  ; — a  fervile  race. 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  place  ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools. 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  flaves  to  mufly  rules  ; 
With  folemn  confeqcence  declar'd  that  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  fancied  efcellence,  the  crowd, 
Obfequicus  to  the  facrcd  di'ilate,  bov/'d. 

When,  from  amidll:  the  throng,  a  youth  fiocd  forth. 
Unknown  his  perfon,  not  unknown  bis  worth  ; 
His  lock  befpoke  applaufe  ;  alone  he  llcod. 
Alone  he  ftemm'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
-He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame ; 

Witk 
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With  noble-  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  fcorn'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

"  But  more  than  juil  to  other  countries  grown, 
'*  Muil  we  turn  bafe  apoilates  to  our  own  ? 
**  Where  do  thefe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
*'  That  England  may  not  pleafe  the  ear  as  well  ? 
*'  What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
*'  That  all  perfeftion  needs  muil  centre  there? 
*'  In  ftates,  let  ftrangers  blindly  be  preferred; 
•*  In  Hate  of  letters,  merit  fhould  be  heard. 
**  Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
**  Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day  ; 
**  Foe  to  rellraint,  from  place  to  place  fhe  flies, 
"  And  may  hereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rife. 
'^  May  not  (to  give  a  pleafmg  fancy  fcope, 
'*  And  chear  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 
*"  May  not fome  great  extenfive  Genius  raife 
"  The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife  ; 
*'  And,  whilil  brave  thirfl:  of  fame  his  bofom  warms, 
''  Make  England  great  in  letters  as  in  arms  : 
"  I'here  ^may — tliere  hath  — and  Shakefpeare's  niufe 

"■  afpires 
**■  Beyond  the  reach  of  Gre'ece  :  with  native  f^res 
''■  Mounting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight, 
*'  Wliillt  Sophocles  belovv'  iiands  trembling  at  his  height. 

'^  Why  lliould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
"  Wiien  abler  judges  we   may  find  at  home  ? 
*'  Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
**  Have  we  not  Si^akefpeare  ? — lo  not  Joiifon  ours  ? 

*'  For 
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"  For  them,. your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vo'e  ; 
**  They'll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote." 
He  faid,  and  conquer'd— Senfe  refum'd  her  fway. 

And  difappGirted  pedants  llalk'd  away. 
Shakefpeare  and  jonfon,  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 
joint-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  cauie. 
Mean-tirne  ths  ftranger  ev'ry  voice  cmploy'd. 
To  afk  crt°ll  his  name — Who  is  it?— Lloyd. 

Thus,  when  tne  .^^ed  friends  of  Job  iiood  mute. 
And,  tamely  prud-^nt,  gave  up  the  difpute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  u'armth  of  youth. 
Boldly  ftood  forth  the  advocate  of  truth ; 
Confuted  falihocd,  and  difablcd  pride, 
Whijil  bafned  ac^e  ftood  fnarlin^  at  his  fide. 

The  d:xy  of  tryal's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Leil  day  of  tryal  fhould  be  put  off  here. 
Caufjs  but  feldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  courts  v»-here  forms  are  few,  fees  none  at  all. 

The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  fun. 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done. 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
'Vo  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  fpacious  plain. 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  vain, 
>>othing  magnincent  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modelly  pcrform'd  her  part, 
P.ofe  a  tribunal :  from  no  other  court 
It  borrowed  ornament,  or  fought  fupport : 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
Xo  briber  Wwrc  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here  ; 

No 
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No  gownfmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caufe. 
To  their  own  purpofe  tun'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  judge  was  true  and  fleady  to  his  truH, 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  Fofter  ^  juft. 

In  the  firft  feat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  v/ildnefs  flalliing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakefpeare.— In  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore. 
For  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore  ; 
I'he  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  and  own'd  the  m.after's  ikill ; 
Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  his  genius  drew. 
And  look'd  thro'  Nature  at  a  fingle  view  : 
A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  foul. 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  feas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  fcenes  unknown  before. 
And,  paffing  Nature's  bounds,  was  fomething  more. 

Next  Jonfon  fat,  in  ancient  learning  train"d. 
His  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flights  rellrain'd, 
Corrediy  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  courfe,  nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  niceft  art. 
And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart  ; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmoft  force. 
And  trac'd  each  pafTion  to  its  proper  fource  ; 
Then  ilrongly  mark'd,  in  livelieft  colours  drew. 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 
The  coxcomb  felt  a  lafli  in  ev'ry  word. 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr'd. 

*  Sir  Michael  Fofler,  one  of  the  j  iidges  of  the  King's  Bene. 

His 
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His  comic  humour  kept  the  w  orld  in  awe. 
And  Laughter  frighten'd  Folly  more  than  Law. 

But,  hark  ! — The  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd  gives 
way. 
And  the  proceffion  comes  in  jull:  array. 

Now  fhould  I,  in  fome  fweet  poetic  line. 
Offer  up  incenfe  at  Apollo's  Ihrine  ; 
Invoke  the  Mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode. 
And  waken  m.em'ry  with  a  lleeping  ode. 
For  how  Ihould  mortal  man,  in  m.ortal  verfe. 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  nam.es  rehearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  Dullnefs,  memory  and  rime. 
We'll  put  off  Genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,  Order  cam^e, — with  folemn  flcp,  and  flow. 
In  meafur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  lime,  he  call  his  eye, 
Leil  This  ihould  quit  his  place.  That  ftep  awry. 
Appearances  to  fave  his  only  care  ; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are. 
In  him  his  parents  faw  themfelves  renew 'd. 
Begotten  by  Sir  Critic  on  Saint  Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet,  hautboy,  fiddle,  Jlute  ; 
Istxlfnu^'er,  fiweeper,  Jkifter,  fcldier,  mute  : 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  ivhite  advance  ; 
Furies,  all_yfrf,  come  forward  in  a  dance  ; 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view. 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools,  go  two  by  two. 
Next  came  the  treafurcr  of  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  RiU  purfe,  t'other  with  not  a  fous. 

Behind, 
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Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, . 
Set  off  with  ail  th'  impertinence  of  ftate  j 
By  lace  and  feather  confecrate  to  fame, 
Expleti'-vc  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  fcrains. 
Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains  i 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaim'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Davies.     On  my  life. 
That  Davies  hath  a.  very  pretty  wife  : — 
Statefman  all  over  1 — In  plots  famous  grown  I  — 
He  mouths  afentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  cam^e. — With  truly  tragic  ftalk. 
He  creeps,  he  flies.— A  hero  ihould  not  walk. 
As  if  with  heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  their  batteries  againil:  the  fkies  ; 
Attitude,  a<5)"ion,  air,  paufe.  Hart,  figh,  groan. 
He  borrow'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  llage. 
He  might,  perhaps ,  have  pleas'd  an  eafy  age ; 
But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more. 
Of  fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 
The  aftor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame. 
Mull  imitation's  fervilc  arts  difclaim  ; 
Aft  from  himfelf,  on  his  own  bottom  Hand  ; 
I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  fecond-hand. 

Behind  ciime  King. — Bred  up  in  model!:  lore, 
Bafliful  and  young  he  fought  Hibernia's  Ihore  ; 
Hibernia,  fam'd,  'bove  ev'ry  other  grace. 
For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 

From 


THEROSCIAD.  ,5 

From  her  his  features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame. 

And  bid  defiance  to  all  fenfe  of  fha.me. 

Tutcr'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs, 

'Mongft  Drury's  fons  he  comes,  and  fhines  in  Brafs. 

Lo  Yates ! — Without  the  leafl  finefle  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe — I  wilh  he'd  get  his  part. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career. 
How  vilely  ''  Hark'e  !  Hark'e  1"  grates  the  ear  ? 
When  aclive  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fent. 
And  Hands  on  tip-toe  for  fome  wiih'd  event, 
I  hate  thofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recall 
Sufpended  fenfe,  and  prove  it  fidion  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
V/here  Nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold. 
Where,  deftitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unraanner'd  jeRs  arc  blurted  in  your  face. 
There  Yates  withjuilice  ilrict  attention  draws. 
Acts  truly  from  himfelf,  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  when  to  pleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife. 
He  aims  at  fomething  in  politer  life. 
When,  blindly  thwarting  Nature's  ftubborn  plan. 
He  treads  the  ilage,  by  way  of  gentleman. 
The  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
Locks  like  Tom  Errand  drefs'd  in  Clincher's  deaths. 
Fond  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  pcrfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himfelf  unknown. 
From  fide  to  fide  he  flruts,  he  fmiles,  he  prates. 
And  fccms  to  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  cf  face. 
Great  mailer  in  the  fcience  of  grimace, 

Frcm 
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From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafmg  profped  of  renown  ; 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim. 
He  twifts,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb. 
Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art. 
And  leaves  to  fenfe  the  conquefl  of  the  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but  on  refledcion's  birth. 
We  wonder  at  ourfelves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd. 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  taHe  ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  in  mafquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  fuch  as  patch  up  plays. 
Cold  and  corred,  in  thefe  infipid  days. 
Some  comic  charailer,  ftrong  fcatur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremeil:  verge. 
Where  modell  Judgment  her  decree  fufpends. 
And  for  a  time,  nor  cenlures,  nor  commends. 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  fpot. 
Whether  it  is  in  Nature  found  or  not. 
There  Woodward  {a.My  fhall  his  pev/'rs  e::ert. 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fnews  defert. 
H^ence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifes  bore. 
Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcarce  had  mere. 

By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kind  of  fnapes, 
Conllant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  ilrutsand  fcrapes : 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear. 
The  Proteus  ihifts,  Bwwd,  Parfony  Audicnccr. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  buills  of  fport. 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word,  Dijhrt. 

Doth 
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Doth  a  man  flutter,  look  a-fquint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  Nature's  fault. 
With  perfonal  defects  their  mirth  adorn. 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
h'cn  I,  whom  Nature  caft  in  hideous  mould, 
V/hom,  having  made,  Ihe  trembled  to  behold. 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan. 
And  find  that  Nature's  errors  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward  came ; 
Wilkinfon  this,  Cbrien  was  that  name. 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true. 
That  even  fiiadows  have  their  fhadows  too  ! 
With  not  a  fingle  comic  pow'r  enduM, 
The  firll  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  Hood  ; 
The  laft  by  Nature  form'd  to  pleafe,  who  iliows. 
In  Jonfon's  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grows  ; 
Self  quite  put  oft,  affeds,  with  too  much  art. 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mangled  part ; 
Adopts  his  fhrug,  his  wink,  his  flare  ;  nay,  more. 
His  voice,  and  croaks  ;  for  Woodward  croak'd  before. 
When  a  dull  copier  fimple  grace  neglects. 
And  refts  his  imitation  in  defe(fb6. 
We  readily  forgive ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

Ey  Nature  form'd  in  her  perveiieil  mcod. 
With  no  one  requifite  of  art  endu'd. 
Next  Jackfon  came.— Obfervc  that  fettled  gkire^ 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  player  : 
Lift  to  that  voice— did  ever  Difcord  hear 
Sounds  fo  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear  .'* 

Vol,  LXVI.  C  When, 
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When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part. 
The  right-hand  fleeps  by  inftind  on  the  heart. 
His  foul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft. 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  foothe  his  weeping  fpoufe. 
To  foothe  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Aukward,  embarrafs'd,  lliif,  without  the  Ikill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  Handing  llill. 
One  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 
Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  t'  other. 

Some  errors,  handed  down  from  age  to  age. 
Plead  cuftom's  force,  and  iHU  pollefs  the  ftage. 
That*s  vile— should  we  a  parent's  faults  adore. 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind. 
Some  adors  made  the  jell  they  could  not  fmd. 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  Nature's  mien. 
And  blurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene. 
Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is  employ'd. 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  Falfiaff  Hands  detefted  in  a  lye. 
Why,  without  meaning,  roils  Love's  glalTy  eye  ? 
■y^-v^y  ? — There's  no  caufe — at  leall:  no  caufe  we  know — 
It  was  the  fiihion  twenty  years  ago. 
Falhion,  a  word  which  kiiaves  and  fools  may  ufe 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excufe. 
To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame— to  copy  faults,  i..  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (tho'  in  fome  particulars  he  fails. 
Some  few  particuLtrs,  where  Alode  prevails) 

If 
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If  In  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fober,  fad. 

All  Gentlemen  are  melancholy;  mad. 

When  'tis  not  deem'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 

To  violate  a  veilal,  as  to  laugh. 

Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptuous  to  engagj; 

An  A6l.of  Toleration  for  the  rtagc. 

And  courtiers  will,  like  reaibnable  creatures, 

Sufpend  vain  fafbion,  and  unfcrew  their  features. 

Old  FaliiafF,  play'd  by  Love,  fhall  pleafe  once  more. 

And  humour  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Aclors  I've  feen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name. 
Who,  being  from  one  part  poffefsVlof  fame, 
Wheth-er  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bavvl> 
Still  introduce  that  fav'rite  part  in  ail. 
Here,  Love,  be  cautious — ne'er  be  thou  bctray'd 
To  call  in  that  v/ag  Falftaff's  dang'rous  aid  ; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  friend. 
He'll  feize  that  throne,  you  wifh  him  to  defend- 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  Kumour  call. 
For  Falftaff  fram'd-Himfelf,  the  firfl  and  laft,— 
He  ftands  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  ftate. 
And  fcorns,  like  Scctfmeny  to  afTimilate. 
Vain  all  difguife— too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, . 
Tho'  the  Knight  wears  the  weeds  of  Dominic>  . 
And  Boniface,  difgrac'd,  betrays  the  fmack. 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  FalilafF's  fack.  [{low. 

Arms  crofo'd,  brc./s  bent,  eyes  fix'd,  feet  marching 
A  band  of  makcontents  with  fpleen  o'erflow; 

C  -  Wrapt 
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M^rapt  in  conceit's  impenetrable  fog. 
Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog. 
They  curfe  the  Managers,  and  curfe  the  Town, 
Whofe  partial  favour  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  fome  man,  more  hardy  than  the  refl. 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatUngs  in  their  neil ; 
At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage. 
Whet  their  fmall  ftings,  and  buzz  about  the  flagc, 
**  'Tis  bfeach  of  privilege  ! — Shall  any  dare 
**  To  arm  fatyric  truth  againft  a  player  ? 
**  Prescriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind ; 
"  Adlors,  unlaih'd  themfelves,  may  lalh  mankind.'* 

What  1  ihall  opinion  then,  of  Nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  ruR  in  chains  like  thefe,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  lels  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  ? 
>Jo — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curfe  the  freedom  of  each  honeft  line  ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek ; 
What  the  Mule  freely  thinks,  Ihe'll  freely  fpeak. 
Witii  juft  difdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  fneer, 
Strano;er  alike  to  flattery  and  fear. 
In  purpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule. 
Public  contempt  Ihall  wait  the  public  fool. 

Auftin  would  always  gliften  in  French  filks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  with  humour  pleafe  ? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  fprightly  eafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  reft,  fee  Branfby  lb  ut  : 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput  1 

Ludicrous 
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Ludicrous  Nature  !  which  at  once  could  Ihew 
A  man  (o  very  high,  fo  very  low. 

If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  fay 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  thee  play. 
Let  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  air. 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  ftill  at  top  ;--but  fcorn  that  rage 
Which,  in  attacking  thee,  attacks  the  age. 
French  follies,  univerfally  embrac'd. 
At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  talle. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd. 
At  random  cenfur'd,  wantonly  abus'd. 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  fport,  v/ith  partial  view 
Form'd  gen'ral  notions  from  the  rafcal  few ; 
Condemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known. 
Which,  from  their  country  baniili'd,  feek  our  own. 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  fiavifh  chain  is  broke. 
And  Senfs  avvaken'd,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taugut  by  thee.  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raife 
Minh  from  their  foibles  ;  from  their  virtues,  praife. 

Next  crime  the  legion,  which  our  Summer  Eayes, 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raife, 
Flufh'd  with  vaft  hopes,  and  certain  to  fucceed. 
With  Wits  who  cannot  write,  and  fcarce  can  read. 
A'ct'rans  no  more  fupport  the  rotten  caule. 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  applauk  ; 
Lach  on  himfelf  determines  to  rely. 
Be  Yates  diibanded,  and  let  Elliot  liy. 
Nfevt-r  did  play'rs  fo  well  an  author  fit, 
'i'o  Nature  dead,  and  foes  declar'd  to  Wit. 

C   3  S« 
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So  loud  each  tongue,  (o  empty  was  each  head. 

So  much  they  talk'd,  fo  very  little  iaid. 

So  wond'rous  dull,  and  yet  fo  wond'rous  vain. 

At  once  fo  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign. 

That  Reafon  fworc,  nor  would  the  oath  recall. 

Their  mighty  mailer's  foul  inform'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  difappointnients  fad. 
Whom  Dullnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad. 
Apart  from  all  .the  reft  great  Murphy  came — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  cf  fame. 
What  tho'  the  fons  of  Nonfenfe  hail  him  Sire, 
Auditor,  Author,  Manager,  and  Sqjjire, 
His  reftlefs  foul's  ambition  ilops  not  there, 
,To  make  his  triumphs  perfed,  dub  him  Player. 

Li  perfon  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe. 
If  fymmetry  could  charm,  depriv'd  of  eafe  ; 
When  motionlefs  he  Hands,  we  all  approve ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  T/'^ing  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  found. 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  eround. 
-v^rom  hollow  cheil  the  low  fepulchral  note 
>?JnwilliKg  heaves,  and  ftrugghs  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcher'd  give  an  aclor  grace. 
All  mull  to  him  rcfign  tl).2  foremoil:  place. 
'When  he  attempts,  in  fome  one  fav'rite  part. 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 
_His  lioneft.features  the  difguife  defy. 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lye. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  ];no'.vs  no  happy  mean, 
■Or  raving  mad,  or  (lupidly  ferene.   ■ 
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In  cold-wrought  fcenes  the  lifelefs  atSlor  flags. 
In  paffion,  tears  the  pafTion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember  r  — Yes — I  know  all  muft— 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  duft. 
When  o'er  the  flage  he  Folly's  ilandard  bore, 
V/hilll  Common-Senfe  Hood  trembling  at  the  door. 

How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  bleis'd. 
Fewer  with  Nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  eccentric  Harts  aftray  ; 
All  hunt  for  fame ;  but  moil  millake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  Omer's  to  the  fhuffiing  trade. 
The  hopefal  youth  a  Jefuit  might  have  made, 
V/ith  various  readings  ftor'd  his  empty  Ikull, 
Learn'd  without  fenfe,  and  venerably  dull ; 
Or,  at  fome  banker's  defk,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
Kis  name  had  flood  in  City  Annals  fair. 
And  prude-dt  DuUnefs  mark'd  him  for  a  Mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age. 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  flage? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wond'rous  wafte  of  pains 
To  publilh  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains  ? 
Or  might  not  reafon  e'en  to  thee  have  Ihewn 
Thy  greatefc  praife  had  been  to  live  un.kno'ivn  F 
Yet  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  defpair  : 
Fortune  m-nkes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high  plac'd  in  Smithfield  view. 
To  f  icred  Dullnefs  and  her_,'^r//-^'c;v/  diic. 
Thither  with  hafle  in  happy  hour  repair, 
Ths  b'uth--rigiit  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there, 

C  4  Sl.utcr 
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Shuter  himfelf  fhall  own  thy  juller  claim. 
And  venal  Ledgers  puff  their  Murphy's  name, 
Whilft  Vaughan  *  or  Dapper,  call  him  which  you  will. 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rule  fecure  from  critics  and  from  fenfc. 
Nor  once  (hall  Genius  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  fliall  blefs  the  happy  (liore. 
And  Little  Fadlions  break  thy  reft  no  more. 

From  Coveat-Garden  crowds  promifcuous  go. 
Whom  the  Mufe  knows  not,  nor  defires  to  know. 
Vet'rans  they  feem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,  till  that  time,  arms'they  never  bore  : 
Like  Weilminffer  militia  train'd  to  fight. 
They  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
Alham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  fhew  the  head. 
Their  chiefs  were  fcaiter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  down 
To  fep'rate  frown  from  fmile,  and  fmile  from  frown  ; 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  fmart. 
Smith  was  j ail  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  part ; 
Rofs  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
Was  fciii:  afieep  at  dear  Statira's-feet ; 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree. 
Stood  on  her  fset  as  fait  afiecp  as  he,; 
Macklin,  who  largely  deals  in  ha!f-fojm'd  founds. 
Who  wantonly  tranfgreffes  Nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  acting's  hard,  affecTted,  and  conftrain'd, 
Whefe .  fe2.tures,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 

*  A  gentleman  uill  living,  who  publidKc!,  at  this  juncture,  a 
Poun  entitled,  '*  The  R'ctort.''  E. 

At 
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At  variance  let,  inflexible  and  coarfe, 

Ne'er  know  the  workings  cf  united  force. 

Ne'er  kindly  Ibften  to  each  other's  aid, 

Nor  fliew  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  fliade. 

No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  ftage  concerned. 

To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turn'd, 

Harangu'd,  gave  lectures,  made  each  fimple  elf 

Almoil:  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 

Whilft  the  whole  Town,  mad  with  miftaken  zeal. 

An  aukward  rage  for  Elocution  feel ; 

Dull  Cits  and  grave  Divines  his  praife  proclaim. 

And  join  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklin's  name  ; 

Shuter,  who  never  car'd  a  nngle  pin 

Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in. 

Who  aim'd  at  wit,  tho'  levell'd  in  the  dark. 

The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark. 

At  Iilington,  all  by  the  placid  ftream 

Where  City  f^^ains  in  lap  of  dullnefs  dream, 

Wnere,  quiet  as  her  ilrains  their  iirains  do  flow. 

That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know, 

ijecret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experienc'd  aid. 

The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 

Projedled  fchemes  the  fummer  months  to  chear. 

And  fpin  out  happy  Folly  through  the  year. 

But  think  not,  though  thefe  dallard-chiefs  are  fled. 
That  Covent-Garden  trooos  fhall  want  a  head  : 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief !  — See  from  afar. 
The  hero  feated  in  fintallic  car  ! 
Wedded  to  Nc--jelfyy  iiis  only  arms 
Are  wooden  fvords,  wands,  talifmans,  and  charms ; 

>0i^ 
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On  one  fide  Folly  fits,  by  feme  call'd  Fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a-thirll  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplefs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain.. 
Six  rude  mii-fnapen  beafis  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  Reafon  loaths,  and  Nature  never  faw  ; 
Monflers,  v/ith  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire ; 
Gorgons,  and  Kydras,  and  Chima^ras  dire. 
Each  was  beilrode  by  full  as  monllrous  v/ight. 
Giant,  Dv/arf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hermaphrodite. 
The  Town,  as  ufual,    met  him  in  full  cry  ; 
The  Town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  Fafliion  fo  direfts,  and  moderns  raife 
On  Fafliion's  mould'ring  bafe  their  tranfient  praife. 

Next,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force  ;  for  Britain  owns  no  Salique  law  ; 
Juil  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit. 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firll,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive. 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  Gen'ral  Clive. 
In  fpite  of  outward  blemiihes,  fhe  ilione 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  ovv'n. 
Eafy,  as  if  at  liome,  the  flage  fae  trod, 
Nor  fought  the  critic's  praife,  nor  fear'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  eafc, 
.She  pleas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  aftrefs  ever  yet  could  raife. 
On  Humour's  baf?,  more  m.erit  or  more  praife. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  cf  fixteen. 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuous  feen. 

See 
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See  lively  Pope  advance  in ^/V  and  tript 
-Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  Arc,  but  yet  to  Nature  true. 
She  charms  the  Town  with  humour  jull,  yet  new. 
Chear'd  by  her  promife,  we  the  lefs  deplore 
'I  he  fatal  time  when  Clive  ihall  be  no  more. 

Lc  1   Vincent  comes— with. fimple  grace  array'd. 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade. 
Nature  through  her  is  by  refleftion  fhewii, 
Whilfr  Gay  once  more  knov/s  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear— 
I  fee  it  all,  but  muft  forgive  it  here. 
Defects  like  thefe  which  tnodeji  terrors  caufe. 
From  impudence  itfeif  extort  applaufe. 
Candour  and  Reafon  ilill  take  Mrtue's  part ; 
We  love  e'en  foibles  in  fo   crood  an  heart. 

o 

Let  Tommy  Arne,  with  ufual  pomp  of  ftile, 
AVhofe  chief,  vvhofe  only  merit's  to  compile. 
Who,  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit, 
-Deals  mafic  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 
-.Publifh  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prefcribe. 
And  chaunt  the  praife  of  an  Italian  tribe ; 
Xet  him  reverfe  kind  Nature's  hrll:  decrees. 
And  teach  e'en  Ereiit  a  method  not  to  plcafe ; 
But  never  fhall  a  truly  Britilh  age 
-Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  ftaQ-e. 
The  boaftcd  work's  call'd  National  in  vain, 
■if  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  fcrahi. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  flavcs  with  ;o''  obey. 
Let  fia\'iia  niinftrels  pour  th'  enervate  lay ; 


To 


2$  CHURCHILL'S    POEMS. 

To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  fprlng. 
In  native  notes  whilil  Beard  and  Vincent  ling. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame, 
\^'hat  rival  fhould  with  Yates  difpute  her  claim  ? 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife. 
Nor  fmk  the  A6h-efs  in  the  Woman's  praife. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  adlions  go. 
And  the  heart  feels  mere  than  the  features  lliew  : 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face. 
We  no  variety  of  paffions  trace  ; 
Dead  to  the  foft  emotions  of  the  heart. 
No  kindred  foftnefs  can  thofe  eyes  impart  ; 
The  brow,  ilill  fix'd  in  forrow's  fullen  frame. 
Void  of  diilindlion,  marks  all  parts  the  fame. 

What's  a  fine  perfon,  or  a  beauteous  face, 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  f 
Elefs'd  with  all  other  requifites  to  pleafe. 
Some  want  the  ftriking  elegpnce  of  eafe  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  aukward  movement  tires  ; 
Thev  feem  hke  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  ftatues,  in  one  poilure  icill. 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  v/orkman's  ndll ; 
WondVing,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view. 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themfelves  are  what  we  beauiies  call. 
It  is  the  manner  vvhich  gives  ilrength  to  all. 
This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite. 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  nobleft  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidli  the  throng. 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace.  Hart  fv/eeps  along. 

If 
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if  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  perlbn  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face. 
Where,  union  rare,  expreffion's  lively  force 
With  beauty's  fofteft  magic  holds  difcourfe, 
Attrafl  the  eye  ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art, 
Rouze  the  quick  paiTions,  and  enfiame  the  heart ; 
If  mufic,  fweeily  breathing  from  the  tongue. 
Captives  the  ear.  Bride  muil  not  pafs  unfung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill-nature  terms  conceit. 
By  time  and  cuftom  conquer'd,  fh all  retreat  j 
When  judgment  tutor'd  by  experience  fage. 
Shall  Ihoot  abroad,  and  gather  ftrength  from  age ; 
When  heav'n  in  mercy  fnall  the  fiage  releafe 
From  the  dull  (lumbers  of  a  Hill-life  piece ; 
When  feme  irale  fiow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk. 
Which  long  hath  hung,  tho'  wither'd  on  the  llaik. 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  lliall  make  her  v/ay. 
And  merit  find  a  paifage  to  the  day  ; 
Brought  into  action,  fhe  at  once  Hiall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  juilify  our  praife. 

Form'd  for  the  tragic  fcene,  to   grace  the  ilage. 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage, 
Mii'trefs  of  each  foft  art,  v.ith  matchlefs  fkill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  pafTions  as  llie  will ; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  fympathetic  woe. 
Awake  tlie  figh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow  ; 
To  put  on  frenzy's  wild  diilradled  glare. 
And  freeze  the  foul  with  horror  and  defpair  ; 
With  jufl:  defert  cnroll'd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Confcious  of  worth  Tuperior,  Gibber  came. 

WhcR 
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When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  are  rack'd. 
And  iirongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  diilrad  ; 
Struck  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madnefs  too  ! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headlcfs  trunk  I  view  ! 
The  roof  cracks,  fliakes  and  falls  ! — New  horrors  rife* 
And  reafon  buritd  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  flavilh  art. 
She  makes  her  firft  attack  upon  the  heart : 
Plcas'd  with  the  fummons,  it  receives  her  laws. 
And  all  is  iilence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  afide. 
Giddy  v^ith  praife,.  and  puff 'd  with  female  pride. 
She  quits  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  dov/n  Nature's  fence  ; 
I  fcarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes. 
Or  find  out  Gibber  through  the  dark  difguife. 
Pritchard,  by  nature  for  the  flage  dcfign'd. 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fenfe  relin'd ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  became. 
Her  voice  as  free  from  blemifn  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefly  to  pleafe, 
Attemper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  eafe  ? 

When  Gongrcve's  favour'd  pantomime  to  grace. 
She  ccmes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorifh  race ; 
When  love,  hate,  jealoufy,  dcfpair  and  rage. 
With  wildcil  tumults  in  her  breafl  engage ; 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  feen  ; 
Her  pafiions  are  the  paffions  of  a  Queen. 

When  file  to  murther  whets  the  timorous  Thane, 
I  feel  anibition  ruili  through  ev'ry  vein  j 

Per- 
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Perfuafion  hangs  upon  her  daiing  tongue. 

My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve's  new  ftrung. 

In  Comedy—"  Nay,  there,"  cries  Critic,  **  hold, 
*'  Pritchard's  for  Comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
**  Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  gray  coquette, 
*'  Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett  ? 
*'  Her  fpcech,  look,  afticn,  humour,  allarejufl; 
'*  But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  difgull." 

x-\re  foibles  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind. 
In  real  life,  to  fize  or  age  ccnfin'd  ? 
Do  fpirits  Hovv',  and  is  good-breeding  plac'd 
In  any  fet  circumference  of  Vvairc  ? 
As  we  grov/  old,  doth  aiFeftation  ceafe. 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
If  in  originals  thefe  things  appear. 
Why  fhould  v/e  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 
The  nice  pun(rcilio-mongers  of  this  age. 
The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  ftage. 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Some  Handard-m-eafure  for  each  part  Ihould  nnd. 
Which  when  the  bell  of  adtors  fhall  exceed. 
Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  fmaller  breed. 
All  a6lors  too  upon  the  back  iliould  bear 
Certificate  of  birth  ; — time,  when  ; —place,  where. 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  vv'orth, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth  ? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  ador  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firil  may  give  oitence. 
And  hanhly  ibike  the  eye's  too  curious  fenfe  : 

Cut 
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But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  forth. 

Humour's  chafte  fallies,  judgment's  folid  worth; 

When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  Nature  taught. 

Springs  into  fenfe,  and  cv'ry  anion's  thought ; 

Before  fuch  merit  all  objections  fly  ; 

Pritchard's  genteel,  and  Garrick's  flx  feet  high. 
Oft  have  1,  Pritchard,  feen  thy  wond'rous  ikill,        * 

Confefs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  ftill. 

That  worth,  which  flione  in  fcattcr'd  rays  before, 

Collecled  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 

The  Jealous  Wife  !  on  that  thy  trophies  raife. 

Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praife. 

From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legends  of  romance 

For  mighty  magic  of  enchanted  lance. 

With  which  her  heroes  arm'd  viclorious  prove. 

And  like  a  flood  rufli   o'er  the  land  of  love, 

IVIoflbp  and  Barry  came  — names  ne'er  deflgn'd 

Bv  fate  in  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 

Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim. 

They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  fame  ; 

There  the  v>cak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height, 

Spurr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 

Thus  fportivc  boys,  around  fom.e  bafon's  brim. 

Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fvvim ; 

But  if  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 

Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  flze. 

Eager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare. 

Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  flnk  to  air. 

Moflop,   attach'd  to  military  plan. 
Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man. 

Whim 


T  H  E     R  O  S  C  I  A  D-  33 

V/hilft  the  mouth  meafures  words  with  feemlng  (kill. 

The  right  hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  iHll ; 

For  he  refolv'd  on  fcripture- grounds  to  go. 

What  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  Ihall  not  knew. 

With  fiudied  impropriety  of  fpeech. 

He  fears  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 

To  epithets  allots  emphatic  ftate, 

W^hilil  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  lacquies  wait ; 

In  ways  firll:  trodden  by  himfelf  excels. 

And  llands  alone  in  indeclinables ; 

Conjunction,  Prepofition,  Adverb  join 

To  llanip  new  vdgour  on  the  nervous  line  : 

In  monofyllables  his  thunders  roll. 

He,  SHE,  IT,  AKD,  WE,  YE,  T H EY,  fright  the  foul. 

In  perfon  taller  than  the  common  fize. 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes  ! 
W^hen  lab'ring  paflions,  in  his  bofom  pent, 
Coiiv  ulfive  rage,  and  ftruggling  heave  for  vent ; 
Spectators,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm, 
A^nxious  expect  the  burning  of  the  ftorm  : 
But,  all  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell. 
His  voice  comes  forth,  like  Echo  from  her  cell ; 
To  fwell  the  tempeft  needful  aid  denies. 
And  all  a-do\vn  the  Itage  in  feeble  murmurs  dies. 

What  man,  like  Barry,  with  fach  pains,  can  err 
In  elocution,  adion,  character  ? 
What  man  could  give,  if  Earry  was  not  here. 
Such  v/ell- applauded  tendernefs  to  Lear? 
Who  elfe  can  fpeak  fo  very,  very  fine. 
That  fcnfe  may  kindly  end  v>ith  t\*Ty  ling  f 

Vol.  LXVL  D  Some 
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Some  dozen  lines  bctore  the  ghoft  is  there. 
Behold  him  for  the  fclemn  fcene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb. 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.— 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  ilretch  of  art, 
live  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft,  and,  ha  !  a  ftart. 

When  he  appears  moft  perfeft,  ftill  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown. 
We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  Nature  ever  yet  he  caught ; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art. 
And  conn'd  his  palTions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 

Quin,  from  afar,  lur'd  by  the  fcent  of  fame, 
A  ftage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim. 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  Ihculd  moderns,  mufhrooms  of  the  day, 
V/iio  ne'er  thole  mailers  knew,  know  how  to  play  ? 
Grey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue. 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themfclves  were  young  ; 
Who  having  loft  all  reliih  for  the  ilage. 
See  not  their  own  defers,  but  lafh  the  age, 
Pveceiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applauf^. 
Their  darling  chief,  and  lin*d  his  fav'rite  caufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  Mufc  to  tread 
Indiiting  o'er  the  allies  of  the  dead. 
But,  juft  to  living  merit,  fhe  maintains. 
And  dares  the  teit,  whilit  Garrick's  genius  reigns  ; 

Ar.clents 
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Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel. 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  acl  as  well. 
But  though  prefcription's  force  we  difallow. 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmiffive  bow; 
Though  we  deny  imaginary  grace. 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place  ;: 
Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  fhall  bear. 
Due  praife,  nor  mull  we,  Qain,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore  llerling  wHght,  nervous  and  itrong 
In  manly  tides  of  fenfe  they  roli'd  along. 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  fenfe. 
No  actcr  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  all  the  labour'd  artifice  of  fpeech. 

Speech  I  Is  that  all  ?— And  Ihall  an  acior  found) 
An  univerfal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themfelves  fpeak  properly  by  rote. 
And,  in  fix  months,  my  dog  (hall  howl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  thofe,  who,  when  the  ftage  they  tread. 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head  ; 
With  ftricl  propriety  their  care's  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  paffion  Iialts  behind. 
To  fyllable-difTectors  tiiey  appeal. 
Allow  them  accent,. cadence, — fools  may  f;;el; 
But,  fpite  of  all  the  criticifmg  elves, 
Thofe  who  would  make  us  feel,  muft  feel  thcmfehcs. 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  focket  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaim'd  the  fuUen  habit  of  his  foul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  iiage. 
Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  tco  dull  for  rage. 

D  2.  When 
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When  Heflor's  lovely  widow  fhines  in  tears. 
Or  Rowe's  gay  rake  dependant  virtue  jeers. 
With  the  fame  cait  of  features  he  is  feen 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  court  the  queen. 
From  the  tame  fcene,  which  without  palTion  tiows. 
With  juft  dcfert  his  reputation  rofe  ; 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  fome  furly  plan. 
He  was,  at  once,  the  actcr  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  fhone  unequall'd  :  all  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  fo  great  a  brute  as  he. 
When  Cato's  labour'd  fcenes  are  brought  to  view, 
"With  equal  praife  the  adcr  labour'd  too  ; 
For  ilill  you'll  find,  trace  paiiions  to  their  root. 
Small  difference  'twixt  the  Stoic  and  the  brute. 
In  fancied  fcenes,  as  in  life's  real  plan. 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  iink  the  man. 
l[\  whate'er  caft  his  charafter  was  laid. 
Self  Hill,  lil'-e  oil,  upon  the  furface  pky'd. 
Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  ikill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Corax,  Falftaff, — iiill  'twas  Qnin. 

Next  follows  Sheridan — a  doubtful  name. 
As  yet  unfcttled  in  the  rank  of  fame. 
This,  fondly  lavifh  in  his  praii'es  grown, 
(xives  him  all  merit :  That  allows  him  none, 
between  them  both  we'll  fteer  the  middle  ccurfe. 
Nor,  loving  praiie,  rob  Judgment  of  her  force. 

Juil  his  conceptions,  natural  and  great  : 
His  feelings  ftrong,  his  words  enforc'd  with  weight. 
Was  fpeech-fam"d  Quin  himfelf  to  hear  him  fpeak. 
Envy  v/oUid  drive  the  colour  from  ius  chc;ek  : 

Bat 
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Sut  flep-dame  Nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  pow'rs  of  voice  and  face. 
Fix'd  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Paifions,  like  chaos,  in  ccnfufion  lie  : 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  ikill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftinftions  Nature  hath  deny'd. 
Kis  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits. 
Irregularly  deep  and  (hrill  by  fits  : 
The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife. 
Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of  ftrife. 

His  adion's  always  flrong,  but  fometimes  fuch, 
That  candour  mull  declare  he  acls  too  much. 
Why  mufr  impatience  fall  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ,' 
Why  is  the  right-leg  too  forbid  to  ilir, 
Unlefs  in  motion  femicircular  ? 
Why  mail:  the  hero  with  the  Nailor  vie, 
-And  hurl  the  clofe-clench'd  fill  at  nofe  or  eye  ? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  poor  Davies  down, 
inhuman  tyrant  !  was  it  not  a  fliame. 
To  fright  a  king  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  tame  ? 
But,  fpite  of  all  defers,  his  glories  rife; 
And  Art,  by  Judgment  form'd,  with  Nature  vies  : 
Beheld  him  found  the  depth  of  Hubert's  foul, 
Wliilfl  in  his  own  contending  paffions  roll ; 
View  the  nhole  fcene,  with  critic  judgment  fcan, 
And  then  deriy  him  merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  fiiort,  'tis  Naj;ure's  fault  alone  ; 
Where  hi  fucceedvS  tlie  merit's  all  hi*  own. 

\*^  /?  c  o  i 
,   r  O  J  ^ 
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Lall  Garrick  came.—Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  Inarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out,—"  He's  of  ftature  fomewhat  low,— 
**  Your  Hero  always  fliould  be  tall,  you  know. — 
**  True  nat'ral  greatnefs  all  confiib  in  height." 
Produce  your  vouclier.  Critic.—'*  Sergeant  Kite.'* 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  ihallow  hearts ; 
Mere  pieces  of  finefTe,  traps  for  apnlaufe  — 
**  Avaunt,  unnat'ral  ftart,  affeded  paufc." 

For  me,  by  Nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm^ 
I  can't  acquit  by  vvholefale,  nor  condemn. 
The  beft  things  carried  to  exxefs  are  wrong  : 
The  ftart  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long  ; 
But,  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severell  judgment  mufi:  allow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
Juft  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man. 
Their  copied  fccne  with  mangled  arts  difgrace. 
And  paufe  and  ftart  with  the  fame  vacant  face ; 
We  join  the  cridc  laugh  ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcorn. 
Which  fpoil  the  fcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn, 
yjut  when,  from  Nature's  pure  and  genuine  fource, 
Thefe  ftrokes  of  adting  flow  with  gen'rous  force. 
When  in  the  features  all  the  .foul's  pourtray'd. 
And  pafiions,  fuch  as  Garrick's,  are  difplayM, 
To  me  they  fcem  irom  quickell  feelings  caught  : 
Each  flart  is  Nature;  and  each  paufe  is  Thought. 

When  re.Mon  yields  to  palllon's  wild  alarms. 
And  the  whole  llate  of  man  is  up  in  arms ; 

What 


THEROSCIAD.  39 

What  but  a  Critic  could  condemn  the  Play  V, 
For  paufing  here,  when  Cool  Senfe  paufes  there  ? 
Whilft,  working  from  the  heart,   the  fire  I  trace. 
And  mark  it  ftrongly  fiarr.ing  to  the  face  ; 
Whiiil,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man  ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic -web  with  curious  pain ; 
The  gods,-  a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay, — 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay  ; 
Kor  Hung  with  envy,  nor  with  fpleen  difeas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  ftill  with  Nature  pleasM ; 
Hence  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree. 
And,  pleas'd  wdth  Nature,  muft  be  pleas'd  with  thee. 

Now  might  I  tell,  how  filence  reign'd  throughout. 
And  deep  attention  hufn'd  the  rabble  rout : 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire. 
Was  pale  as  afhes,  or  as  red  as  fire  : 
But,  loofe  to  fame,  the  Mufe  more  fimply  3(515, 
Rejeds  all  flourilh,  and  relates  mere  fadls. 

Th^  judges,  as  the  feveral  parties  came. 
With  temper  heardj  wirhjudgment  weigh'd  each  claim, 
And,  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed. 
In  name  of  both.  Great  Shakefpeare  thus  decreed. 

"  If  manly  fenfe ;  if  Nature  link'd  with  Art; 
*'  It  thorough  knov.'ledge  of  the  human  heart; 
"  W  pow'fi  of  ading  vaft  and  unconfin'd  ; 
**  If  ftweft  faults  with  greareft  beauties  joined ; 

D  4  <'  If 
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•'  If  llrong  expreflion,  and  ilrange  pow'rs  which  lie 

**  Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  e}  e ; 

*'  If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 

*'   And  which  no  face  fo  well  as  liis  can  iLevv ; 

**  Deferve  the  pref'rence  ;  —  Garrick,  take  the  chair  ; 

*'  Nor  quit  it — till  thou  place  an  equal  there." 


T  H  K 
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THE 

A      P      O      L      O      G      Y„ 

ADDRESSED      TO      THE 

CRITICAL     RE  VIE  W  E  R  S. 

A  U  G  H  S  not  the  heart,  when  giants,  big  witk 
pride, 

AiTume  the  pompous  port,  the  martial  ftride  ; 
O'er  arm  Herculean  heave  th'  enormous  lliield. 
Vail  as  a  weaver's  beam  the  javelin  wield; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thund'ring  Jove  defy. 
And  dare  to  fmgle  combat— Wliat  ? — A  fiy. 

And  laugh  we  lefs,  when  giant  names,  which  fliine 
Eilabiiiii'd,  as  it  v/ere,  by  right  dv-vine\ 
Crii  ics,  v/hom  ev'ry  captive  Art  adores. 
To  whom  glad  Science  pours  forth  all  her  {lores  ; 
Who  high  in  letter'd  reputation  f:t. 
And  hold,  Ailrasa-like,  thi  fcales  of  v.it ; 
V/i:h  partial  rage  rufh  fcrth,_Oh  !   (hame  to  tell  ' 
To  craih  a  bard  jull:  burlHng  from  the  llieil  ? 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  fiormy  time 
V/ho  rafnly  ventures  on  a  fea  of  rime. 
Around  vaft  furges  roll,  winds  envious  blew. 
And  jealous  rock?;  and  quickfands  lurk  below  : 

Greatly 
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Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends; 
He  hurts  me  moft  who  lavifhly  commends. 

Look  thro'  the  world — in  ev'ry  other  trade 
The  fame  employment's  caufe  of  kindnefs  made. 
At  lead  appearance  of  good-will  creates. 
And  ev'ry  fool  puffs  off  the  fool  he  hates. 
Coblers  with  coblers  fmoke  away  the  night. 
And  in  the  common  caufe  e'en  play'rs  unite. 
Authors  alone,  with  more  than  favage  rage, 
Unnat'ral  war  with  brother-authors  wage. 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  foon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit : 
Onward  they  rufh  at  Fame's  imperious  call. 
And,  lefs  than  greateft,  would  not  be  at  all. 

vSmit  wdth  the  love  of  honour, — or  the  pence, 
■O'er-run  with  wit,  and  deftitute  of  fenfe. 
Should  any  novice  in  the  riming  trade 
With  lawlefs  pen  the  realms  of  verfe  invade ; 
Forth  from  the  court,  where  fceptred  fages  fit, 
Abus'd  with  praife,  and  fiatter'd  into  wit ; 
Where  in  lethargic  majefly  they  reign. 
And  VN'hat  they  won  by  dullnef^,  fliil  maintain; 
Legions  of  fadlicus  autjiors  throng  at  once ; 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dirnce. 
To  Hamilton's  *  the  ready  lies  repair; — 
Ne'er  was  lye  made  which  was  not  welcome  there — 
Thence,  on  maturer  judgment's  anvil  wrouj^ht. 
The  poliih'd  fallliood'o  into  public  brought. 

*  Printer  of  the  Critical  Revievr. 

Quick- 
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Quick-circulating  flanders  mirth  afford. 
And  reputation  bleeds  in  ev'ry  word. 

A  Critic  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whofe  fandlion  handed  Merit  up  to  Fame  ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to  view  : 
His  judgment  great,  and  great  his  candour  too. 
No  lervile  rules  di-ew  fickly  Tafte  afide  ; 
Secure  he  walk'd,  for  Nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now.  Oh  ftrange  reverfe  !   our  Critics  bawl 
In  pi-aife  of  candour  with  a  heart  of  gall. 
Confcious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light. 
They  lurk  enfhrouded  in  the  veil  of  night ; 
S:ife  from  detedtion,  feize  th'  unwary  prey. 
And  flab,  like  bravoes,  all  who  come  that  way. 

When  firil  my  Mufe,  perhaps  more  bold  than  wife. 
Bad  the  rude  trifle  into  light  arife. 
Little  Ihe  thought  fuch  tempefts  would  enfue  ; 
Lefs,  that  thofe  tern  pells  would  be  rais'd  by  you. 
7'he  thunder's  fury  rends  .the  tow 'ring  oak  ; 
Pvofciads,  like  fhrubs,  might  'fcape  the  fatal  ftroke. 
\  ain  thought  !  a  Critic's  fury  knows  no  bound  ; 
Dravscanfir-like,  he  deals  deilrudlion  round ; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  ilranger  fpare, 
\"^'ho  gives  no  quarter  to  his  friend  Voltaire. 
Unha^^py  Genius  !  plac'd  by  partial  fate 
^^'irh  a  free  fpirit  in  a  fiavifh  Hate  ; 
Where  the  reluctant  Mufe,  opprcfs'd  by  kings, 
'Or  droops  in  filcnce,  or  in  fetters  fings  ; 
In  vain  thy  dauntlefs  fortitude  hath  borne 
The  bigot's  furious  zeal,  and  tyrant's  korn. 

Why 
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Why  didll  thou  fiife  from  home-bred  danger5  Hear, 

Referv'd  to  peri Ih  more  ignobly  here  ? 

Thus,  when  the  Julian  tyrant's  pride  to  fvvell 

Rcrne  with  her  Pompcy  at  Pliarlalia  fell. 

The  vanquifn'd  chief  efcap'd  from  Ca^far's  hand 

To  die  by  ruffians  in  a  foreign  land. 

How  could  thefe  felf-elecled  monarchs  raife 
So  large  an  empire  on  fo  fmall  a  bafe  ? 
Li  what  retreat,  inglorious  and  unknown. 
Did  Genius  flcep,  when  Dullnefs  feiz'd  the  throne  ? 
Whence,  abfolute  now  grown,  and  free  from  awe. 
She  to  the  fabjcd  world  difpenfes  law. 
Without  her  licence  not  a  letter  ftirs. 
And  all  die  captive  crifs-crofs-row  is  her's. 
The  Stagyrite,  who  rules  from  Nature  drew. 
Opinions  gave,  but  gave  his  reafons  too. 
Our  great  Diftators  take  a  Ihorter  way  — 
V,"iio  fnall  cifpute  what  the  Reviewers  fay  ? 
Their  vv'ord's  fulficient ;  and  lo  afli  a  realbiv, 
In  fuch  a  Hate  as  tlieir.-,  Lv downright  treafon. 
True  judgment  now  with  them  alone  can  d>vell  ; 
Like. Church  of  Rome,  they're  grown  infallible. 
Dull  iuperilitious  readers  they  deceive,  1 

Who  pin  tJieir  eafy  faith  on  Critic's  {[cevG,  f 

And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  believe  !  * 

But  why  repine  we,  that  thcfe  puny  elves 
Shoot  into  giants : — W'C  may  thank  ourrelvTS  ; 
Fools  that  we  are,  like  Ifrael's  focls  of  yore. 
The  calf  cuvfdvct  hav«  faihion'd  we  adore. 

B«t 
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"Kut  let  true  Rcafon  once  refume  her  reign. 
This  God  iViall  dwindle  to  a  Calf  again. 

Founded  on  arts  which  fhun  the  face  of  day, 
By  the  fame  arts  they  flill  maintain  their  fway. 
Wrapped  in  myfterious  fecrecy  they  rife. 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  fafe  and  wife. 
At  whomfoever  aim'd,  howe'er  fevere 
Th*  envenom 'd  flander  flies,  no  names  appear. 

Prudence  forbids  that  ftep Then  all  might  know 

And  on  more  equal  term.s  engage  the  foe. 
But  now,  what  Quixote  of  the  age  would  care 
I'o  wage  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 

By  int'reil:  joiu'd,  th*  expert  confederates  Hand, 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand. 
The  vile  abufe,  in  turn  by  all  deny'd. 
Is  bandy 'd  up  and  down  from  fide  to  f  de  : 
It  flies— hey  ! — prello  !  — like  a  juggler's  ball, 
'Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all. 

All  men  and  things  they  know,  themfelves  unknown^ 
And  publilh  ev'ry  nam.e — except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  ftrange — fecure  from  vulgar  eyes 
The  namelefs  author  paiTes  in  difguife. 
But  vet'ran  Critics  are  not  (o  deceiv'd. 
If  vet'ran  Critics  are  to  be  beiiev'd. 
Once  feen,  they  know  an  author  evermore. 
Nay  fwear  to  hands  they  never  faw  before. 
Thus  in  the  Rofciad,  beyond  chance  or  doubt. 
They,  by  the  writing,  found  the  v.-riters  out. 
*'  That's  Lloyd's— his  manner  there  you  plainly  trace, 
**  And  all  the  Ador  ftare-i  you  in  the  face. 

V*  By 
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*'  By  Colm.-in  that  was  written, — On  my  life, 

*'  The  ftrongcfl:  fymptoms  of  the  Jealous  Wife. 

«  That  little  difingenuous  piece  of  fpite, 

"  Churchill,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might  write." 

How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  fmile. 

When  authors  are  deteded  by  their  ftile  : 

Tho'  ev'ry  one  who  knows  this  author,  knows 

He  fhifts  his  ftile  much  oft'ner  than  his  cloaths  ? 

Whence  could  arife  this  mighty  critic  fpleen. 
The  Mufe  a  trifler,  and  her  theme  fo  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  angry  Heav'n  fhould  fend 
The  bitt'rcll;  foe  where  moll  1  wilh'd  a  friend  ? 
Oft  ha:h  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  name. 
And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  matchlefs  fame. 
For  me  let  hoary  Fielding  bite  the  ground. 
So  nobler  Pickle  Rands  fuperbly  bound. 
From  Li\  y's  temples  tear  th'  hiftoric  crown. 
Which  vviih  more  juftice  blooms  upon  thine  own. 
Compar'd  with  thee,  be  all  life-writers  dumb. 

But  he  who  wrote  the  Life  uf   1  onimy  Thumb. 

Who  ever  read  the  Regicide,  but  fwore 

The  author  wrote  as  man  ne'er  wrote  before  ? 

Others  for  plots  and  under-plots  may  call,. 

Here's  tiie  right  method — have  no  plot  at  all. 

Who  can  fo  often  in  his  caufe  engage 

The  tiny  pathos  of  the  Grecian  llage, 

Whilll  horrors  rife,  and  tears  fpontaneous  flow. 

At  tragic  Ha  !  and  no  lefs  tragic  Oh  ! 

To  praife  his  nervous  weaknefs  all  agree ; 

And  then  for  fwectnefs,  who  fo  f.vect  as  he  ! 

To» 
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Too  big  for  utterance  when  forrows  fwell, 
I'he  too  big  forrows  flowing  tears  muft  tell : 
But  when  thofe  flowing  tears  fhall  ceafe  to  flow. 
Why— then  the  voice  muft  fpeak  again,  you  know. 

Rude  and  unikilful  in  the  Poet's  trade, 
I  kept  no  Naiads  by  me  ready-rnade  ; 
Ne'er  did  I  colours  high  in  air  advance. 
Torn  from  the  bleeding  fopperies  of  France  ; 
No  flimfy  linfey-woolfey  fcenes  I  wrote. 
With  patches  here  and  there  like  Jofeph's  coat. 
Me  humbler  themes  befit  :  Secure,  for  me. 
Let  playwrights  fmuggle  nonfenfe,  duty  free  : 
Secure,  for  me,  ye  lambs,  ye  lambkins  bound. 
And  frifk,  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground : 
Secure,  forme,  thou  pretty  little  fawn. 
Lick  Sylvia's  hand,  and  crop  the  flow'ry  lawn  : 
Uncenfur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  rove 
Thro'  the  green  umbrage  of  th'  enchanted  grove-: 
Secure,  for  me,  let  foppiih  Nature  fmile. 
And  play  the  coxcomb  in  the  Defart  Ifle» 

The  llage  I  chofe— a  fubjed  fair  and  free— 
'Tis  yours — 'tis  mine—'tis  public  property. 
All  common  exliibitions  open  lie 
For  praife  or  cenfure  to  the  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thoufand  hackney  writers  fed ; 
Hence  monthly  critics  earn  their  daily  bread. 
This  is  a  gen'ral  tax  which  all  muft  pay. 
From  thofe  who  fcribble,  down  to  thofe  who  play. 
A«5tors,  a  venal  crew,  receive   fupport 
From  public  bountv,  for  the  public  fport. 

T« 
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To  clap  or  hifs,  all  have  an  equal  claim, 

The  cobler's  and  his  lordiliip's  right  the  fame. 

All  join  for  their  fubfifcence  -,  all  expe6l 

Free  leave  to  praife  their  worth,  their  faults  corred. 

When  aftive  Pickle  Smithiield  ilage  afcends. 

The  three  days  wonder  of  his  laughing  friends  ; 

Each,  or  as  judgment,  or  as  fancy  guides. 

The  lively  witling  praifes  or  derides. 

And  Where's  the  mighty  dii}"'rence,  tell  me  where. 

Betwixt  a  Merry-Andrew  and  a  Player  ? 

The  llrolling  tribe,  a  defpicable  race. 
Like  wand'ring  Arabs,  fhift  from  place  to  place. 
Vagrants  by  law,  to  jullice  open  laid. 
They  tremble,  of  the  beadle's  lafn  afraid. 
And  fav.ning  cringe,  for  wretched  means  of  life. 
To  Madam  Mayorefs,  cr  his  Worfliip's  v/ife. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  fack. 
Carries  his  whole  regalia  at  his  back ; 
Kis  royal  confort  heads  the  female  band. 
And  leads  the  heir-apparent  in  her  hand  ; 
The  pannier'd  afs  creeps  on  with  confcious  pride. 
Bearing  a  future  prince  on  eirher  fide. 
No  choice  muficians  in  this  troop  are  found 
To  varnifn  nonfenfe  with  the  charms  of  found  ; 
No  f.vords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poifon'd  bowl; 
No  lightning  fiafhes  here,  no  thunders  roll ; 
No  guards  to  fweli  the  monarch's  train  are  ihcwn ; 
The  monarch  here  mull  be  a  hoil  aio^'e. 
No  folemn  pomp,  no  flow  proceinons  here ; 
No  Ammon's  entry,  and  kg  Juliet's  bier. 
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By  need  compell'd  to  proftitute  his  art. 
The  varied  aftor  flies  n-oni  part  to  part  ; 
And,  ftrange  difgrace  to  all  theatric  pride  ! 
Kis  charadler  is  fliifted  with  his  fide. 
Quellion  and  Anfvver  he  by  turns  muft  be. 
Like  that  fmall  wit^  in  Modern  Tragedy  ; 
Vv^io,  to  patch  up  his  fame,— or  fill  his  purfe, — 
Still  pilfers  wretched  plans,  and  makes  them  worfe  ; 
Like  gipfics,  left  the  ftolen  brat  be  known. 
Defacing  £rft,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 
In  Ihabby  ftate  they  ftrut,  and  tattcr'd  robe  ; 
The  fcene  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 
Ko  high  conceits  their  mod'rate  wiihes  raife. 
Content  with  humble  profit,  humble  praifc. 
Let  dowdies  fimper,  and  let  bum.pkins  flare. 
The  ftrolling  pageant  hero  treads  in  air  : 
Pleas'd  for  his  hour,  he  to  mankind  gives  lawj. 
And  fnores  the  next  out  on  a  trufs  of  llraw. 

But  if  kind  Fortune,  who  we  fomctimes  know- 
Can  take  a  hero  from  a  puppet-fncv,'. 
In  mood  propitious  fnould  her.  fav'rite  call 
On  royal  ftage  in  royal  pomp  to  bawl. 
Forgetful  of  himfelf  he  rears  the  head. 
And  fcorns  the  dunghill  where  he  fir  ft  was  Lred. 
Converfmg  now  with  wcll-drefs'd  kings  and  queens. 
With  gods  and  goddefl'es  behind  the  fccnes. 
He  fweats  beneath  the  terrcr-ncdding  plume. 
Taught  by  mock  honours  real  pride  i'  aiiume,  ■ 

*  Mr.  Foote. 
Vol.  LXVL  E  On 
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On  this  great  ftage  the  world,  no  monarch  e'er 
Was  half  (o  haughty  as  a  monarch  play'r. 

Doth  it  more  move  our  anger  or  our  mirth. 
To  fee  thefe  Things,  the  lowell  fons  of  earth, 
Prefume,  with  felf-fufficient  knowledge  gr^c'd. 
To  rule  in  Letters,  and  prefide  in  Taiic  ? 
The  Town's  decifior.s  they  no  more  admit, 
Themfelves  alone  the  arbiters  of  Vv'it ; 
And  fcorn  the  jurifdidion  of  that  court. 
To  which  they  owe  their  being  and  fupport. 
Actcrs,  like  monks  of  old,  now  facred  grown, 
MuH  be  attack'd  by  no  fools  but  their  own. 
Let  the  vain  tyrant  fit  amidfl  his  guards. 
His  puny  Greefi-rocm  Wits  and  Venal  Bards, 
Vv'ho  m.eanly  tremble  at  the  puppet's  frown. 
And  for  a  playhoufe  freedom  lofe  their  own  ; 
In  fpite  of  new-made  laws,  and  new-m.ade  kings. 
The  free-born  Mufe  with  lib'ral  fpirit  fings. 
Eow  down,  ye  ilaves  ;  before  thefe  idols  fall ; 
Let  Genius  ftoop  to  them  who've  none  at  all ; 
Ne'er  will  1  flatter,  cringe,  or  bend  the  knee 
To  thofe  who,  flaves  to  All,  are  flaves  to  Me. 

Adtors,  as  adors,  are  a  lav/ful  game  ; 
'I  he  poet's  right,  and  who  fhall  bar  his  claim  ? 
And  if,  o'er-weening  of  their  little  {kill. 
When  they  have  left  tlie  ftage,  they're  aclors  flill ; 
If  to  the  fubjecl  world  they  ftill  give  lavv'S, 
With  paper  crowns,  and  fceptres  made  of  ftraws  ; 
If  they  in  cellar  or  in  garret  roar. 
And  kings  one  night,  are  kings  for  evermore  ; 

Shall 
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Shall  not  bold  Truth,  e'en  there,  purfue  her  theme. 

And 'wake  the  coxcomb  from  his  golden  dream  ? 

Or  if,  well  worthy  of  a  better"  fate. 

They  rife  fuperior  to  their  prefent  ftate  ; 

If,  with  each  focial  virtue  grac'd,  they  blend 

The  gay  companion  and  the  faithful  friend  ; 

If  they,  like  Pritchard,  join  in  private  life 

The  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife ; 

Shall  not  our  verfe  their  praife  with  pleafure  fpeak. 

Though  mimics  bark,  and  Envy  fpiits  her  cheek  i 

No  honeil  worth's  beneath  the  Mufe's  praife; 

No  greatnefs  can  above  her  cenfure  raife  ; 

Station  and  wealth  to  her  are  trifling  things  j 

She  ftoops  to  aciors,  and  ilis  foars  to  kings. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred. 
To  iQuk  of  honour  as  to  virtue  dead  ; 
Whom  ties  ncr  human,  nor  divine,  can  bind  ; 
Alien  to  God,  and  fee  to  all  mankind  ; 
Who  fpares  no  character  ;  whole  ev'ry  word. 
Bitter  as  gall,  and  fnarper  than  the  fword. 
Cuts  to  the  quick  ;  wncre  thoughts  with  rancour  fwell ; 
Whofe  tongue,  on  earth,  performs   the  work  of  hell ; 
If  there  be  fuch  a  mcniler,  the  Reviews 
Shall  find  him  holding  forth  againli  abufe. 
**   Attack  profeff.on  ! — 'tis  a  deadly  breach  I — 
"  The  Chriuian  lav.'s  another  lelTon  teach:  — 
"  Unto  the  end  fhall  charity  endure, 
*'  And  Candour  hide  thofe  faults  it  cannot  cure." 
Thus  Candour's  miaxims  flow  from  Rancour's  throat. 
As  devils,  to  ferve  their  purpole.  Scripture  qucte. 

E  2  TJie 
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The  Mufe's  office  was  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  pleafe,  improve,  inftrudl:,  reform  mankind; 
To  make  dejefted  Virtue  nobly  rife 
Above  the  tow'ring  pitch  of  fplendid  Vice ; 
To  make  pale  Vice,  abafli'd,  her  head  hang  down, 
And  trembling  crouch  at  Virtue's  awful  frown. 
Now  arm'd  with  wrath,  flic  bids  eternal  fliame, 
With  ftriflell  juilice,  brand  the  villain's  name  : 
New  in  the  milder  garb  of  ridicule 
She  fports,  and  pleafcs  while  fhe  wounds  the  fool.t 
Her  fhape  is  often  varied  ;  but  her  aim. 
To  prop  the  caufe  of  Virtue,  Hill  the  fame. 
In  praife  of  mercy  let  the  guilty  bawl. 
When  Vice  and  Folly  for  ccrredion  call. 
Silence  the  mark  of  vveaknefs  juftly  bears. 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  fpares. 

But  if  the  Mufe,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth. 
With  harfli  reflections  wounds  the  man  of  worth ; 
If  wantonly  flie  deviates  from  her  plan. 
And  quits  the  Actor  to  expofe  the  Man  ; 
Alham'd,  fhe  marks  that  pafTage  with  a  blot. 
And  hates  the  line  where  Candour  was  forgot. 

But  what  is  Candour,  what  is  Humour's  vein, 
Tho'  Judgment  join  to  confecrate  the  llrain. 
If  curious  numbers  will  not  aid  afford. 
Nor  choiceft  mufic  play  in  ev'ry  word  ? 
Verfes  mull  run,  to  charm  a  modern  car. 
From  all  harih,  rugged  iiUerruplions  clear, 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  Zephyr's  balmy  breeze ; 
Smooth  let  their  current  f.ow,  as  fummer  iea§ ; 

Perfea, 
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TerfeR  then  only  deem'd  when  they  difpenfe 
A  happy  tuneful  vacancy  of  fenfe. 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb'rous  rage. 
Fit  helplcfs  infants  for  the  fqueaking  ftage  ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  of  pity.  Nature  wound. 
And  mangle  vigour  for  tlie  fake  of  found. 
Henceforth  farewell  then  fev'rifli  tliirft  of  fame  ; 
Farewell  the  longings  for  a  poet's  name  ; 
Perifii  my  Mufe  ;— a  wiih  'hove  all  fevere 
To  him  who  ever  held  the  Mufes  dear— 
If  e'er  her  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen'rous  roughnefs  of  a  nervous  line. 

Others  aftecl  the  fiiif  and  fvvelling  phrafe  ; 
Their  Mufe  muft  walk  in  ftilts,  and  i>.-at  in  Hays : 
The  fenfe  they  murder,  and  the  words  tranfpofe. 
Left  poetry  approach  too  near  to  prcfe. 
See  tortur'd  Reafon  how  they  pare  and  trim., 
And,  like  Procruftes,  ftretch,  or  lop  the  limb. 

Waller,  whofe  praife  fucceeding  bards  rehearfe. 
Parent  ci'  harmony  in  hngliih  verie, 
Whofe  tuneful  Mufe  in  fweeteil:  accents  flows. 
In  couplets  firll  taught  lirpgglirg  fenfe  to  clofe. 

In  poiilh'd  numbers,  and  majeilic  found. 
Where  fliall  thy  rival.  Pope,  be  ever  found  ? 
But  whiiit  each  line  with  equal  beauty  Hows, 
E'en  e;vC-IlenCf,  unvaried^  tedious  grows. 
Nature,  thro'  all  her  works,  in  great  degree. 
Borrows  a  blclfiiig  from  Variety. 
Mufic  liCtlt  her  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouze  tiie  foul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 

E  3  Sn:i 
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Still  in  one  key,  the  Nightingale  would  teize  : 
Still  in  one  key,  not  Brent  would  always  pleafe. 

Here  let  me  bend,  great  Dryden,  at  thy  fhrine. 
Thou  deareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  Nine. 
What  if  fome  dull  lines  in  cold  order  creep. 
And  with  his  theme  the  poet  feems  to  fieep. 
Still,  when  his  fubjed  rifes  proud  to  view, 
Widi  equal  llrength  the  poet  rifes  too. 
With  llrong  invention,  noblell  vigour  fraught. 
Thought  ftill  fprings  up  and  rifes  out  of  thought ; 
Numbers  enrobling  numbers  in  their  courfe  ; 
In  varied  fvv'eetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force ; 
The  pcw'rs  of  Genius  and  of  Judgment  join. 
And  the  whole  .-^rt  of  Poetry  is  thine. 

But  what  are  numbers,  v.'hat  are  bards  to  me. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  paths  of  poefy  ? 
*'  A  facred  Mufe  fhould  confecrate  her  pen  ; 
*'  Priefts  muft  not  hear  nor  fee  like  otiier  men  ; 
•'  Far  higher  themes  fftould  her  ambition  claim  ; 
"  Behold  where  Sternhold  points  the  way  to  fame." 
Vv^hiiit  with  mifuiken  zeal  dull  bigots  burn. 

Let  Reafon  for  a  m.cm-ent  tike  her  turn. 

V/hen  coffee-fages  hold  difccurfe  with  kings. 

And  blindly  walk  in  paper  leading-firings. 

What  if  a  man  delight  to  pafs  his  time 

In  foinning  Reafon  iiito  harmlefs  rim.e ; 

Or  lometimes  boldly  venture  to  the  play  ! 

Say,  Vv^here's  the  crime  ?— great  Man  of  Pruderce ,  fiy  ? 

No  two  on  eaith  in  all  things  can  agree  ; 

AH  have  fome  darling  fmgularity  ; 

Women 
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Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys. 
In  gew-gaws  take  delight,  and  figh  for  toys. 
Your  fceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  fuch  like  things. 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indiif 'rent  Reafon  bids  us  chufe. 
Whether  the  whim's  a  Monkey,  or  a  Mufe. 
What  the  grave  triiiers  on  this  bufy  fcene, 
V/hen  they  make  ufe  of  this  word  Reafon,  mean, 
I  know  not;  but,  according  to  my  plan, 
'Tis  Lord  Chief-Juliice  in  the  Court  of  Man, 
Equally  form'd  to  rule  in  age  or  youth. 
The  friend  of  Virtue,  and  the  guide  to  Truth. 
To  Ker  I  bow,  whofe  facred  pow'r  I  feel ; 
To  Ker  decifion  make  my  laft  appeal ; 
Condemn'd  by  Her,  applauding  worlds  in  vain 
Should  tempt  me  to  take  up  the  pen  again  : 
By  Her  abfolv'd,  my  courfe  I'll  iHll  purfue  : 
If  Reafcn's  for  me,  God  is  for  me  too. 


E  4  NIGHT. 
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AN        EPISTLE        TO 


ROBERT        LLOYD. 


WHEN  foes  infult,  and  prudent  friends  difpenfe. 
In  pity's  drains,  the  woril  oi  infolence. 
Oft  with  thee,  Lloyd,  I  fteal  an  hour  from  grief. 
And  in  thy  fecial  converfe  find  relief. 
The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown. 
Loves  any  forrows  rather  than  her  own. 

Let  fiaves  to  bufmefs,  bodies  without  foul. 
Important  blanks  in  Nature's  mighty  roil. 
Solemnize  nonfenfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare. 
We  Night  prefer,  which  heals  cr  hides  our  care. 

Rogues  j unified,  and  by  fucccfs  made  held. 
Dull  fools  and  coxcombs  fandificd  by  gold. 
Freely  may  baik  in  P'ortune's  partial  ray. 
And  fpread  their  feathers  opening  to  the  day  ; 
But  thread-bare  Merit  dares  not  ihew  the  heail 
'Till  vain  Profperity  retires  to  bed. 
Misfortunes,  li.ke  the  owl,  avoid  the  light  ; 
The  fons  of  Care  arc  always  fons  cf  Night. 

The  v.'retch  bred  up  in  Method's  drowly  fchool, 
Whofe  only  nierit  is  lo  err  by  rule, 

Wh» 
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•Who  ne'er  thro'  heat  of  blood  was  tripping  caught. 
Nor  guilty  deem'd  of  one  eccentric  thought, 
Whofe  foul  direcled  to  no  ufe  is  feen, 
Unlefs  to  move  the  body's  dull  machine, 
jV/hich,  clock-work  Hke,  with  the  fame  equal  pace. 
Still  travels  on  thro'  life's  infipid  fpace  ; 
Turns  up  his  eyes  to  think  that  there  (hould  be 
Among  God's  creatures  two  fuch  things  as  otr  .• 
Then  for  his  night -cap  calls,  and  thanks  the  pow'rs 
Which  kindly  gave  him  grace  to  keep  good  hours. 
Good  Lours — Fine  words ! — But  was  it  ever  feen 
That  all  men  could  agree  in  what  they  mean  ? 
Florio,  v.ho  many  years  a  courfe  hath  run 
In  dov.nright  oppcfition  to  the  fun. 
Expatiates  on  good  hours,   their  caufe  defends 
Vv''ith  as  much  vigour  as  O'dv  prudent  friends. 
Th'  uncertain  term  no  fettled  notion  bringi?. 
Eat  ftili  in  difF'rent  mouths  means  diif  rent  things. 
Each  takes  the  phrafe  in  his  own  private  view. 
With  Prudence  it  is  ten,  with  Florio  two. 
Go  on,  ye  fools,  who  talk  for  talking  fake, 
V/ithout  diiiinguifhing  dillinciions  make. 
Shine  forth  in  native  foil}',  native  pride. 
Make  yourfelves  rules  to  all  the  v^orld  bcfide-; 
lleafon,  ccUeded  in  herf;:lf,  difdaiiis 
The  fiavifn  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains ; 
Steady  and  true,  each  circumf.ancc  ihe  weighs. 
Nor  to  bare  words  inglorious  tribute  pays. 
Men  of  fenfe  live  exempt  from  vulgar  awe. 
And  Realbn  to  herfdf  alone  ij  law. 

That 
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That  freedom  Ihe  enjoys  with  lib'ral  mind. 
Which  fhe  as  freely  grants  to  all  mankind. 
No  idol  titled  name  her  rev'rence  ftirs. 
No  hour  fhe  blindly  to  the  relt  prefers ; 
All  areahke,  if  they're  alike  emplcy'd. 
And  all  are  good  if  'virtvoujly  enjoy 'd. 

Let  the  fage  Doftor  (think  him  one  we  know) 
With  fcraps  of  ancient  learning  overflow, 
1  n  all  the  dignity  of  ^j'lg  declare 
The  fatal  confequence  of  midnight  air. 
How  damps  and  vapours,  as  it  were  by  Health, 
Undermine  life,  and  fap  the  walls  of  health. 
For  me  let  Galen  moulder  on  the  fiielf, 
I'll  live,  and  be  phyfician  to  myfelf. 
While  foul  is  join'd  to  body,  whether  fate 
A.llot  a  longer  or  a  lliorter  date  ; 
I'll  make  them  live,  as  brother  iliould  with  brother. 
And  keep  them  in  gcod-humour  with  each  other. 

The  fureff  road  to  health,  fay  what  they  will. 
Is  never  to  fuppofe  we  fnall  be  ill. 
Moft  of  thcfe  evils  we  ]  oor  mortals  know. 
From  do«^ors  and  imagination  fiow. 
Hence  to  old  women  wiih  your  boafied  rules. 
Stale  traps,  and  only  facred  now  to  fools ; 
As  vvell  may  fons  of  phyfic  hope  to  find 
One  med'cine,  as  one  hour,  for  all  mankind. 

If  Rupert  after  ten  is  out  of  bed. 
The  fool  next  morning  can't  hold  up  his  head. 
What  reafon  this  which  7ne  to  bed  muft  call, 
Whofe  head  (thank  heaven)  never  aches  at  all  ? 

In 
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In  difF'rent  courfes  difF'rent  tempers  run, 
Ke  hates  the  Moon,  I  ficken  at  the  Sun. 
^Vound  up  at  twelve  at  noon,  his  clock  goes  right, 
Mifte  better  goes,  wound  up  at  t^velve  at  night. 

Then  in  Oblivion's  grateful  cup  I  drown 
The  galling  fneer,  the  fiipercilious  hown. 
The  ftrange  refcrve,  the  proud  afFecled  ftate 
Of  upftart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  grown  great. 
No  more  that  abjecl  wretch  difturbs  my  reft. 
Who  mearly  overlooks  a  friend  diftreft. 
Purblind  lo  poverty  the  Vv^orMIing  goes. 
And  fcarce  fees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nofe  ; 
But  from  a  crowd  can  fingle  out  his  grace. 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  ftrut  in  lace. 

Whether  thofe  clalTic  regions  are  furvey'd 
Where  we  in  earlieil  youth  together  ftray'd. 
Where  hand  in  hard  we  trod  the  flow'ry  fnore, 
Tho'  now  thy  happier  genius  runs  before. 
When  we  confpir'd  a  thanklefs  wretch  to  raife. 
And  taught  a  jlump  to  (hoot  with  pilfer'd  praife. 
Who  once  for  Re^j^rend  merit  famous  grown. 
Gratefully  ftrove  to  kick  his  I\Iaker  down  ; 
Or  if  more  gen'ral  arguments  engage. 
The  court  or  camp,  the  pu-pit,  bar  or  ftage ; 
If  hilf-bred  furgeons,  v/hom  men  dod^ors  call. 
And  lawyers,  who  were  never  bred  at  all, 
Thofe  mighty  Iciter'd  monflers  of  the  earth. 
Our  pity  move,  or  exerclfe  cur  mirth  ; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth -pick  way. 
Our  rambling  thoughts  v,-ith  eafy  freedom  ftray  ; 

A  gainer 


6'o  CHU  RC  HILL'S    POEMS. 

A  gainer  llil!  thy  friend  himfclf  mufi:  find. 
His  grief  fufJDended,  and  improv'd  his  mind. 

Whilft  peaceful  {lumbers  blefs  the  homely  bed. 
Where  \'irtue,  felf-approv'd,  reclines  her  head  ; 
Whilll  Vice  beneath  imagin'd  horrors  mourns, 
And  Confcience  plants  the  villain's  couch  with  thorns ; 
Impatient  of  reltraint,  the  adive  Mind, 
No  more  by  fervile  prejudice  coniin'd. 
Leaps  from  her  feat,  as  waken'd  from  a  trance. 
And  darts  through  Nature  at  a  fmgle  glance. 
Then  we  our  friends,  our  foes,  ourfelves,  furvey. 
And  fee  by  Night  what  fools  we  are  by  Day. 

Stript  of  her  gaudy  plumes  and  vain  difguife. 
See  where  Ambition  mean  and  loathfome  lies  ; 
Refledlion  with  relentlefs  hand  pulls  down 
The  tyrant's  bloody  wreath  and  ravifh'd  crown. 
In  vain  he  tells  of  battles  bravely  won. 
Of  nations  conquer'd,  and  of  worlds  undone : 
Triumphs  like  thefe  but  ill  with  manhood  fuil. 
And  fink  the  conqueror  beneath  the  brute. 
But  if,  in  fearching  round  the  world,  v/e  find 
Some  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
V/hofe  anger,  like  the  bolt  cf  Jove,  is  fped 
In  terrors  only  at  the  guilty  head, 
Whofe  mercies,  like  Heaven's  dew,  refrefhing  fall 
In  gcn'ral  love  and  charity  to  ail, 
Pleao'd  v/e  brhoid  fuch  vvcrth  on  any  throne. 
And  doubly  plcas'd  we  find  it  on  our  own. 

Through  a  falfe  medium  things  are  lliewn  by  Day, 
Pomp,  wealth,  and  tides,  judgment  lead  ailray. 

Ho\V 
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How  many  from  appearance  borrow  frate. 
Whom  Night  difdains  to  number  with  the  Great  ! 
Muft  not  we  laugh  to  fee  yon  lordling  proud 
SnufF  up  vile  incenfe  from  a  fawning  crowd  ? 
Whilii  in  his  beam  furrounding  clients  plav. 
Like  infefls  in  the  fun'a  enliv'ning  ray, 
Whilft,  Jehu-like,  he  drives  at  furious  rate. 
And  feems  the  only  charioteer  of  Hate, 
Talking  himfelf  into  a  little  God, 
And  ruling  empires  v.'ith  a  fmgle  nod-; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  hear  him  law  difpenfe. 
That  he  had  int'reft,  and  that  they  had  izvXz  : 
Injurious  thought  1   Beneath  Night's  honell  fnade^ 
When  pomp  is  buried  and  falfe  colours  fade. 
Plainly  we  fee  at  that  impartial  hour 
Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  him  the  tool  cf  pow'r. 

God  help  the  man,  condemn'd  by  cruel  fate 
To  court  the  feeming,  or  the  real  great. 
Much  forrow  fhall  he  feel,  and  fufier  more 
Than  any  llave  who  labours  at  the  oar. 
By  ilavilh  methods  muft  he  learn  to  pleafe. 
By  fmcoth-tongu'd  flatt'ry,  that  curft  ccurt-difenfe. 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wayward  mood  iirike  fail. 
And  fhift  with  fhifting  humour's  peevila  gale. 
To  Nature  dead  he  muft  adopt  vile  Art, 
And  wear  a  fmile,  with  anguifh  in  his  heart. 
A  fenfe  of  honour  would  deftroy  his  fchemes. 
And  Confcience  ne'er  muft  fpeak  unlefs  in  dreams. 
When  he  hath  tamely  borne  for  many  years 
Cold  looks,  forbidding  frowns,  contemptuous  fneers ; 

When 
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When  he  at  lafl  cxpedls,  good  eafy  man. 
To  reap  the  profits  of  his  labour'd  plan. 
Some  cringing  Lacquey,  or  rapacious  Whore, 
To  favours  of  the  great  the  fureft  door. 
Some  Catamite,  or  Pimp,  in  credit  grown. 
Who  tempts  another's  wife,  or  fells  his  own. 
Steps  crofs  his  hopes,  the  promis'd  boon  denies. 
And  for  fome  Minion's  Minion  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  reilraint,  unpratlis'd  in  deceit. 
Too  reiblute,  from  Nature's. adive  heat. 
To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pafs  them  by  ; 
Too  proud  to  Hatter,  too  fmcere  to  lye. 
Too  plain  to  pleafe,  too  honefc  to  be  great ; 
Give  me,  kind  Heav'n,  an  humbler,  happier  ftate : 
Far  from  the  place  where  men  with  pride  deceive. 
Where  rafcals  promife,  and  where  fools  believe  ; 
Far  from  the  walk  of  folly,  vice  and  ilrife. 
Calm,  independent,  let  me  fteal  thro'  life. 
Nor  one  vain  wifn  my  fteady  thoughts  beguile 
To  fear  his  lordfnip's  frown,  or  court  his  fmile. 
Unfit  for  Greatnefs,  I  her  fnares  defy. 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye. 
To  others  let  the  glitt'ring  bawbles  fail. 
Content  fnall  place  us  far  above  them  all. 

Spectators  only  on  this  builling  ftage. 
We  fee  what  vain  defigns  mankind  engage  ; 
Vice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  purfue. 
And  one  old  folly  brings  forth  twenty  rew. 
Perplex'd  with  triiles  thro'  the  vale  of  life, 
Man  llrivcs  'gainll  man,  without  a  caufe  for  Ilrife ; 

Armies 


NIGH    T.  63 

Armies  embattled  meet,  and  thoufands  bleed 
For  fome  vile  fpot,  where  fifty  cannot  feed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  contend,  and,  wrong  or   right. 
For  the  world's  empire  kings  ambitious  fight ; 
What  odds  ?— To  us  'tis  all  the  felf-fame  thing, 
A  Nut,  a  World,  a  Squirrel,  and  a  King. 

Britons,  like  Roman  fpirits  fam'd  of  old. 
Are  call  by  nature  in  a  Patriot  mould  ; 
No  private  joy,  no  private  grief  they  know. 
Their  foul's  ingrofs'd  by  public  v.'eal  or  woe. 
Inglorious  eafe,  like  curs,  they  greatly  fcorn  : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreaths  their  brows  adorn. 
Gladly  they  toil  beneath  the  fiatefman's  pains. 
Give  them  but  credit  for  a  fiatefman^s  brains. 
All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  blefs  us  !)   llatefmen  all  at  once. 
H!s  mighty  charge  of  fouls  the  priefc  forgets. 
The  court-bred  lord  his  promifes  and  debts. 
Soldiers  their  fame,  mifers  forget  their  pelf. 
The  rake  his  miftrefs,  and  the  fop  bimfelf ; 
Whilft  thoughts  of  higher  moment  claim  their  care. 
And  their  wife  heads  the  weight  of  kingdom.s  bear. 

Females  themfelves  the  glorious  ardour  feel. 
And  boafl:  an  equal,  or  a  greater  zeal ; 
From  nymph  to  nymph  the  ftate-infeclion  flies. 
Swells  in  her  breaft,  and  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd  by  politics  lie  malice,  pride. 
Envy,  and  twenty  other  faults  befidg-. 

No 
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No  more  their  little  flutt'ring  hearts  ccnfefs 
A  paflion  for  applaufe,  or  rage  for  drefs .; 
No  more  they  pant  for  Public  Rarec-fhows, 
Or  lofe  one  thought  on  monkeys  or  on  beaux. 
Coquettes  no  more  purlue  the  jilting  plan. 
And  lultful  prudes  forget  to  rail  at. man. 
The  dariiiig  theme  Cecilia's  felf  will  chufe. 
Nor  thinks  of  fcandal  whilit  fhe  talks  of  news. 

The  CiT,  a  Common- Council-Man  by  place. 
Ten  thoufand  mighty  nothings  in  his  face. 
By  ficuation  as  by  nature  great. 
With,  nice  precificn  parcels  out  the  ftate  ; 
Proves  and  difproves,  affirms,  and  then  denies, 
Objecls  himfclf,  and  to  himfelf  replies  ; 
Wielding  aloft  the  politician  rod. 
Makes  Pitt  by  turns  a  devil  and  a  god  ; 
Maintains,  e'en  to  the  very  teeth  of  pow'r. 
The  fame  thing  right  and  wrong  in  half  an  hour. 
Now  all  is  well,  now  he  fufpeds  a  plot. 
And  plainly  proves,  whatever,  is,  is  not. 
Fearfully  wife,  he  (hakes  his  empty  head. 
And  deals  oat  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread. 
His  ufelefs  fcales  are  in  a  corner  flung. 
And  Europe's  balance  hangs  upon  his  tongue. 

Peace  to  fuch  triflers  ;  be  our  happier  plan 
To  pafs  thro'  life  as  eafy  as  we  can. 
Who's  in  or  cut,  who  moves  this  grand  m.achine. 
Nor  llirs  my  curiofity,  nor  fpleen. 
Secrets  of  Hate  no  more  I  wifh  to  know 
Than  fccret  movements  of  a  Puppet- ilicw; 

Let 
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Let  but  the  puppets  move,  I've  my  defire, 
Unfeen  the  hand  which  guides  the  Mailer-wire. 

What  is't  to  us,  if  taxes  rife  or  fall. 
Thanks  to  our  fortune  we  pay  none  at  all. 
Let  muckworms,  who  in  dirty  acres  deal. 
Lament  thofe  hardlhips  which  we  cannot  feel. 
His  Grace,  who  fmarts,  may  bellow  if  he  pleafe. 
But  mull  I  bellow  too,  who  lit  at  eafe  ? 
By  cullom  fafe,  the  poet's  numbers  flow^ 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  fome  years  ago. 
No  fiatefman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  his  pains 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excife  our  brains. 
Burthens  like  thefe  vile  earthly  buildings  bear> 
No  tribute's  laid  on  caftki  in  the  air. 

Let  then  the  flames  of  war  dellradlivc  reign,. 
And  England's  terrors  awe  impericus  bpain  j. 
Let  ev'ry  <venal  clan  and  neutral  tribe 
Learn  to  receive  conditions,  not  prcfcribe  ; 
Let  each  new  year  call  loud  for  new  fupplies. 
And  tax  on  tax  with  double  burthen  rife  ; 
Exempt  we  f;t,  by  no  rude  cares  opprefr,^ 
And,  having  little,  are  witli  little  blelL 
All  real  ills  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 
And  joys,  by  fancy  form.'d,  their  place  fupply.. 
Night's  laughing  hours  unheeded  flip  away, 
Kor  one  dull  thought  foretells  th*  approach  of  Day 

Thus  have  we  liv'd,  and  whiilt  the  fates  afford 
Plain  plenty  to  fupply  the  frugal  board. 

Vol.  LXVL         '  F  Whiiit 
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Whilil  Mirth,  with  Decency  his  lovely  bride. 

And  Wine's  gay  God,  with  Temp'rance  by  his  fidf, 

Tiielr  welcome  vifit  pay ;  whilll  Health  attends 

The  narrow  circle  of  cur  ch.  fen  friends, 

Whilft  frank  Good-Humour  confecrates  the  treat. 

And  Woman  makes  focieiy  complete. 

Thus  will  we  live,  tho'  in  our  teeth  are  hurl'd 

Tliofe  hackney  fir  umpeis.  Prudence  and  the  World. 

Prudence,  of  old  a  facred  term,  imply 'd 
Virtue,  v.'ith  godlike  Wifdom  for  her  guide. 
Bat  now  in  general  ufe  is  known  to  mean 
The  ilalking-horfe  of  vice,  and  folly's  fcrcen. 
The  fenfe  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 
Kypocrify  and  Prudence  are  the  fame. 

A  Tutor  once,  m.ore  read  in  men  than  books, 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  looks, 
Demurely  fly,  vs-ith  high  preferment  bleii:. 
His  fav'rite  pupil  in  thefe  words  addrefs'd  : 

Would'u  thou,  my  fon,  be  wife  and  virtuous  dccmM, 
Ey  ail  mankind  aprcdigy  efceem'd  ? 
Be  this  thy  rule  ;  be  what  m.en  prudent  call  j 
Prudence,  almighty  Prudence,  ^\\t^  thee  all. 
Keep  up  appearances,  there  lies  the  tefi-,  ' 
The  world  vyill  give  thee  credit  for  the  reft. 
Outv.-ard  be  fair,  however  foul  within  ; 
S  n  if  thou  wilt,  but  then  in  fecrct  fm. 
This  maxim's  into  common  favour  grown. 


'ti;.  knc 


Virtue 


NIG    H    T. 

Virtue  indeed  may  barefac'd  take  the  field  ; 
But  vice  is  virtue  when  'tis  well  cor.ceal'd. 
Should  raging  paffions  drive  thee  to  a  whore. 
Let  Prudence  lead  thee  to  a  pcjlern  door  ; 
Stay  out  all  night,  but  take  efpecial  care 
I'hat  Prudence  bring  thee  back  to  early  prayer. 
As  one  with  vs^atching  and  with  ftudy  faint. 
Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  Taint. 

With  joy  the  youth  this  ufeful  lelTon  heard. 
And  in  his  mem'ry  itor'd  each  precious  word, 
Succefsfully  purlVd  the  plan,  and  «<5xt,', 
"  Room  for  my  Lord,— Virtue  Hand  by  and  bcv..' 

And  is  this  all— is  this  the  worldling's  art, 
I'o  mafk,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  heart  ? 
Shall  lulcewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grave 
For  wife  and  good  Hamp  ^v't;  fupple  knave? 
Shall  v.retches,  whom  no  real  virtue  warms. 
Gild  fair  thsir  names  and  ftates  with  empty  forms, 
Vy'hilft  Virtue  feeks  in  vain  the  wilh'd-for  prize, 
Becaufe,  difdaining  ill,  ^t^Q:  hates  difguile  j 
Becaufe  (he  frankly  pours  forth  all  her  ilore,   . 
Seems  what  flie  is,  and  fcorns  to  pafs  for  more  ? 
Well— be  it  fo  -  let  vile  dilTemblers  hold 
Unenvy'd  pow'r,  and  boaft  their  dear-bought  geld. 
Me  neither  povv'r  fnall  tem.pt,  nor  thirft  of  peif. 
To  flatter,  others  or  deny  myfelf ; 
Might  tiie  whole  world  be  plac'd  v/ithin'my  fpan, 
I  v.oulu  not  be  that  Thing,  thai  PruJent  Man. 

F  2  Wh 
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\Vhat,  cries  Sir  Pliant,  wculd  you  then  cppofc 
Yourfelf,  alone,  againll  an  holl  of  foes  ? 
J.et  not  conceit,  and  peevifh  luft  to  rail. 
Above  all  fenfe  of  interell  prevail. 
Throw  off  for  fhame  this  petulance  of  wit. 
Be  wife,  be  modeR,  and  for  cnce  fubmic : 
Too  hard  the  tafk.  'gainll  multitudes  to  fight, 
Tou  mufl  be  wrong,  the  World  is  in  the  right. 

What  is  this  World  ?  A  term  which  men  have  goc 
To  fignify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  what  j 
\  term,  which  with  no  more  precifion  pafifes 
To  point  cut  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  ajjcs  ; 
In  common  ufe  no  more  it  means,  we  find, 
'i  han  many  fools  in  fame  opinions  join'd. 

Can  numbers  then  change  Nature's  ftated  laws  ? 
Can  numbers  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufl^  ? 
Vice  muft  be  vice,  virtue  be  virtue  fiill, 
Tho'  thoufands  rail  at  good  and  praitifc  ill. 
W^ouldft  thou  defend  the  Gaul's  deuructive  rage 
Ikcaiife  vaft  nations  on  his  part  engage  ? 
Tho'  to  fupport  the  rebel  Ca-far's  caufe 
Tumultuous  legions  arm  againfl  the  laws, 
Tho'  Scandal  would  our  patriot''^  name  impeach,. 
And  rails  at  virtues  which  Ihe  cannot  reach. 
What  honefl  man  but  would  with  joy  fabmit 
To  bleed  with  Cato,  and  retire  with  Pitt  t 

Stcdfall  and  true  to  Mrtue's  facred  laws, 
Unmov'd  by  vulgar  ccnfare  or  applaufe. 

Let 
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Let  the  World  talk,  my  friend  ;  that  World  v,'Q  know 
Which  calls  us  guilty,  cannot  make  us  To. 
Unaw'd  by  numbers,  fellow  Nature's  plan, 
AfTert  the  rights,  or  qu't  the  name  of  Man. 
Confider  well,  weigh  ftrictly  right  and  wrong ; 
Refolve  not  quick,  but  once  refolv'd  be  llrong. 
In  fpite  of  dullnefs,  and  in  fpite  of  wit. 
If  to  thyfelf  thou  canfi  thyfelf  acquit. 
Rather  ftand  up  afiur'd  with  confcious  pride 
Alone,  than  err  with  millions  en  thy  fide. 


(     7.     ) 
THE 

PROPHECY   OF   FAMINE. 

A 

SCOTS     PASTORAL, 

I  .N    C    R    I    B    E    D        TO 

JOHN    WILKES,     E  s  (^ 

Vf  ?HEN  Cupid  firil  inilrufts  his  darts  to  fly 
V    From  the  lly  corner  of  fome  cook-maid'o  eyCj, 
The  tripling  raw,  jufb  enter 'd  in  his  teens, 
Receives  the  wound,  and  wonders  what  it  means ; 
His  heart,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  dcfire 
Within  him  ftirs,  each  time  fhe  ftirs  the  fire  ; 
Trembling  and  bluiliing  he  the  fair- one  views. 
And  fain  would  fpeak,  but  can't — without  a  Mufc. 

So  to  the  facred  mount  he  takes  his  way. 
Prunes  his  young  wings,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay. 
His  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames. 
To  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hills  and  rills  proclaims. 
In  fimplell  notes,  and  all  unpoliili'd  ftralns, 
7^he  loves  cf  nymphs,  and  e,ie  the  loves  of  Avains. 

Clad,  as  your  nymphs  were  always  clad  of  yor».'j 
Tn  ruftic  wecdo—a  couk-maid  new  no  more— 

Beneath' 
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Beneath  an  a^cd  oak  Lardella  lies. 

Green  mofs  her  couch  ;  her  canopy  the  fkies. 

From  aromatic  fhrubs  the  rognijh  gale 

S teals j'5/<7/^  perfumes,  and  wafts  them  thro'  the  vale. 

The  youth,  turn'd  fwain,  and  fkill'd  in  ruftic  lays. 

Fall  by  Her  fide  his  am'rous  defcant  plays. 

Herds  lov/e,  flocks  bleat,  pies  chatter,  ravens  fcrcam> 

And  the  full  chorus  dies  a-down  tlie  ftream. 

I'he  ilreams,  with  mufic  freighted,  as  they  pafs, 

Prefent  the  fair  Lardella  with  a  glafs. 

And  Zephyr,  to  compleat  thclove-iick  plan, 

Vv'aves  his  light  wings,  and  ferves  her  for  a  fan. 

But,  when  maturer  Judgment  takes  the  lead, 
Thefe  childifa  toys  on  Reafon's  altr.r  bleed  ; 
Form'd  after  iorVi^  great  nian,  whofe  name  breeds  aw^* 
Whofe  ev'ry  fentence  Fafhion  makes  a  law. 
Who  on  mere  credit  his  vain  trophies  rears. 
And  founds  his  m.eri:  on  our  fervile  fears  ; 
Then  we  difcard  the  workings  of  the  heart. 
And  Nature's  baniih'd  by  mechamc  Art ; 
Theri,'  deeply  read,  our  reading  muft  be  Ihown  ; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  which  remains  unknown. 
Then  Oftentation  marches  to  our  aid. 
And  Ictter'J  Pride  ftalks  forth  in  full  parade  ; 
Beneath  their  care  behold  the  v/ork  refine, 
Poin'.ed  each  fentence,  polifn'd  ev'ry  line  : 
Trifles  are  digniiied,  and  taught  to  wear 
The  iv.bes  of  Ancients  with  a  ?v'Iodern  air, 
Kcnrcnf;?  with  cla/Jlc  ornaments  is  grac'd. 
And  paifjs  turrent  with  the  ilunip  of  Taice. 

F  4  Then 
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Then  the  rude  Theocrite  is  ranfack'd  o'er. 
And  courtly  Maro  call'd  from  Mincio's  Ihore ; 
Sicilian  Miifes  on  our  mountains  roam, 
Eafy  and  ivcQ  as  if  they  were  at  home  : 
Nymphs,  Naiads,  Nereids,  Dryads,  Satyrs,  Fauns, 
Sport  in  our  floods,  and  trip  it  o'er  cur  lawns  ; 
Flow'rs,  which  once  ilourilh'd  fair  in  Greece  and  Rome, 
More  fair  revive  in  England's  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Skies  without  cloud  exotic  funs  adorn  ; 
And  rofes  biulh,  but  blufli  without  a  thorn  ; 
Landfcapes  unknown  to  do-ivdy  Nature,  rife, 
-And  new  creations  ftrike  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards  like  thefe,  who  neither  fmg  nor  fay. 
Grave  without  thought,  and  without  feeling  gays 
"VVhofe  numbers  in  one  even  tenor  flow, 
Attun'^d  to  pleafure,  and  aitun'd  to  woe. 
Who,  if  plain  Common-Sjnfe  her  vifit  pays, 
.And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happy  lays. 
As  at  fome  gholi  affrighted,  flart  and  ftare. 
And  afk  the  meaning  cf  her  coming  there  ; 
For  bards  like  thefe  a  wreath  fnall  Mafon  bring, 
Lin'd  with  the  foftelt  down  of  Felly's  wing; 
in  Love's  Pagoda  fhall  they  ever  doze. 
And  Gifbal  kindly  rock  them  to  repofe  ; 
My  lord — to  letters  as  to  faith  moll  true— 
At  once  their  patron  and  example  too— - 
.*ShaU  quaintly  fafnion  his  love- laboured  dreams, 
■Sigh  with  fad  v^inds,  and  wetp  with  weeping  ftreams, 
4S.uriciu  in  grief,  (for  3 eal  grief,  we  knovr, 
•f  5  curious  -to  ^it.i'i  up  the  tale  of  woe) 

From 
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From  the  green  umbrage  of  feme  Druid's  feat. 
Shall  his  own  works  in  his  own  way  repeat. 

Me,  whom  no  Mufe  of  beav'nly  birth  infpires. 
No  judgment  tempers  when  rafn  genius  fires  ;'    -     -^'^ 
Who  boafi  no  merit  but  mere  knack  of  rime,  ''ini*^*^ 
Short  gleams  of  fenfe,  and  fatire  out  o{  time,  -  i^o^<5. 
Who  cannot  follow  where  trim  fancy  leads  "''  " 

By  prattling  flreams  o'tx  fio-^v^r-emp-urpUd  meads ; 
Who  often,  but  without  fuccefs,  have  pray'd  '-^ 

For  apt  Alliteration's  artful  aid'. 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  mafter's  ikill. 
Coin  fine  new  epithets,  nxihich  mean  no  ill ; 
Me,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev'ry  way  unfit 
For  j>cc//?^  poefy,  2Lr\^  amblinr  x-zh,  'iuXxJ 

Tafte  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to  plac^ri  /*" 
Amongfl  the  lowell  of  her  favoured  race.  .^uuK 

Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddefs— to  thy  law 
•Myfelf  I  dedicate. — Hence  llavifh  awe 
Which  bends  to  faihion,  and  obeys  the  rules, 
impos'd  at  firft,  and  fmce  obferv'd  by  fools. 
Hence  ihofe  vile  tricks  which  mar  fair  Nature's  hue. 
And  bring  the  Ibber  matron  fortli  to  view , 
With  all  chat  artificial  tawdry  glare. 
Which  Virtue  icorns,  and  none  bat  trumpets  wear. 
Sick  of  thofe  pomps,  thofe  vanities,  that  walte 
Of  toil,  which  critics  new  miflake  for  tafre,  •    * 

Of  falfe  refinements  fick,  and  labour'd  eafe,  •  •" 

Which  Art,  too  thinly  veil'd,  forbids  to  pleafe,     d' 
By  Nature's  charms  (inglorious  truth  ;)-fubda'd>  '     ' 
However  plain  her  drefs,  and  'hav:oi:r  rudfey^iior  i; :)  i 

T« 
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To  norther?!  climes  my  hr.ppicr  ccurfe  I  lleer. 
Climes  where  the  goddels  reigns  throughout  the  year, 
Vv'here,  undiilurb'd  by  Art's  rebellious  plan. 
She  rules  the  icyal  Inird,  and  faithful  clan. 

To  that  rare  foil,  where  virtues  clulVring  grow. 
What  mighty  bleffings  doth  not  England  owe  ? 
What  iKo.ggon-loads  of  courage,  wealth  and  fcnfe. 
Doth  each  revolving  day  import  from  thence  ? 
To  us  ^\z  gives,  difmtereiled  friend. 
Faith  without  fraud,  and  otuarts  without  end. 
When  v^'e  profperity's  rich  trappings  wear. 
Come  not  her  gen'rous  fons  and  take  a  fliare  ? 
-And  if,  by  fome  difaftrous  turn  of  fate. 
Change  fliould  enfue,  and  ruin  feize  the  ftate, 
ShaU  we  not  iind,  fafe  in  that  hallow'd  ground. 
Such  refuge  as  the  Holy  Martyr  found  r 

Nor  Izh  our  debt  in  Science,  tho'  deny'd 
By  the  weak  flaves  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
Thence  came  the  Ramfays,  names  of  worthy  Jiote, 
Of  whom  one  paints,  as  well  as  t'  other  vvrote  ; 
Thnce,  Home,  difoanded  from  the  fons  of'  pra)  'r 
I'or  loving  plays,  tho'  no  dull  Dean  was  there  ; 
Thence  ilTued  forth,  at  great  Macpheribn's  call. 
That  6 A/,  m~v,  epic  faf  oral y  Fingal  ; 
Thence  Malloch,  friend  a'ike  of  C/^^/vZ?  and  o//^/f. 
Of  Chriil  and  Liberty,  by  grateful  Fate 
Rais'd  to  rewards  which,  m  7i  pious  reign. 
All  darling  infidtls  Ihould  feel;  in  vain  ; 
Thence  fimple  bards,  by  fimple  prudence  taught. 
To  this  ^ifc  town  l>y  fimple  patrons  brougiit, 

la 


In  iinrple  manner  utter  iimple  lays. 

And  tr.ke,  with  fmiple  pennons,  fimple  praife. 

Walt  me  fome  iViuib  to  Tweed's  irifpiring  ilream. 
Where  all  the  little  loves  and  graces  dream, 
Wliere  flowly  winding  the  dull  waters  creep, 
And  fcem  themfelves  to  own  the  power  of  ilcep, 
\Vhereon,tlie  fur  face  lead,  like  feathers,  fwims. 
There  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  liij-ibs. 
As  once  a  Syrian  batli'd  in  Jordan's  flood, 
Waffi  off  my  native  ftains, .  correct  that  blood 
Which  mLvdnies  at  call  of  Englifo  pride. 
And,  deaf  to  prudence,  rolls  2.  patriot  tide. 

P'rom  fDlemn  thought  which  overhangs  the  brow 
Of  patriot  care,  when  things  are — God  knows  how ; 
From  nice  trim  points,  where  Honour,  Have  to  rule. 
In  compIiiTient  to  Folly,  plays  the  fool ; 
From  thofe  gay  fcenes  where  Mirtli  exalts  his  pow'r, 
Aijd  eai)'  Humour  wings  the  laughing  hour  ; 
From  thofe  foft  better  moments,  when  defire 
Beats  high,  an.d  all  tlie  -world  of  man's  on  iire, 
AVhen  mutual  ardours  of  the  melting  fair 
More  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  of  care, 
K\.  friendJJiiph  fummons  will  my  Wilkes  retreat. 
And  fee,  c;2cc  fecn  befcri,   that  ancie'nt  feat, 
That  ancient  feat,  where  majeiliy  difplay'd 
Her  enfigns,  long  before  the  -xvcrld  vjas  jnade  ! 

Mean  narrow  maxims,  which  enilave  mankind. 
Ne'er  from  its  bias  warp  thy  fettled  mind. 
Not  dup'd  l)y  party,  nor  opinion's  Have, 
-Thofe  faculties  wliich  bounteous  Nature  ?ave, 

Thv 
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Thy  honell  Tpirit  into  pradice  brings. 

Nor  courts  the  fmile,  nor  dreads  the  frown  of  kings. 

Let  rude  licentious  Englifhmen  comply 

With  tumult's  voice,  and  curfe  they  know  not  why  \ 

Unwilling  to  condemn,  thy  foul  difdains 

To  wear  vile  fadlion's  arbitrary  chains. 

And  flri»5lly  weighs,  in  apprehenfion  clear, 

1  hings  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 

With  thee  Good-Humour  tempers  lively  Wit, 

Enthroned  with  Judgment,  Candour  loves  to  fit. 

And  Nature  gave  thee,    open  to  dillrefs, 

A  heart  to  pity,  and  a  hand  to  blefs. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  mourn  the  wretched  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  defpis'd,  infulted  ^coty 
Who,  might  calm  reafon  credit  idle  tales. 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prevails. 
Or  ftarves  at  home,  or  pracTtifcs,  thro'  fear 
Of  Rarving,  arts  which  damn  all  confcience  here. 
When  Scribbiersy  to  the  charge  by  int'reft  led. 
The  fierce  Nortk-Briton  foaining  at  their  head. 
Pour  forth  invedlives,  deaf  to  candour's  call. 
And  injurM  by  one  alien,  rail  at  all; 
On  Northern  Pijg<-ih  v.hen  they  take  their  .Hand, 
To  mark  the  weaknefs  of  ih^itHoiy  LamU 
With  needlcfs  truths  their  libels  to  adorn. 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  public  fcorn. 
Thy  gen'rous  foul  condemns  the  frantic  rage. 
And  hates  the  faithful  but  ill-natur'd  page. 

i'he  Sects  are  poor,  cries  furly  Englifn  pride  ; 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  thcmfclves  dcny'j. 

Are 
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Are  they  not  then  in  ftridleft  reafon  clear. 
Who  wifely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here  r 
Jf  by  low  fupple  arts  fuccefsful  grown. 
They  fapp'd  our  vigour  to  increafe  their  own^ 
If,  mean  in  want,  and  infolent  in  pow'r. 
They  only  fawn'd  more  furely  to  devour, 
Rous'd  by  fuch  wrongs  fhould  Reafon  take  alarm , 
And  e*en  the  Mufe  for  public  fafety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingenuous  Virtue's  fway. 
And  follow  where  true  Honour  points  the  way. 
If  they  revere  the  hand  by  which  tliey're  fed. 
And  blefs  the  donors  for  their  daily  bread. 
Or  by  vail  debts  of  higher  import  bound. 
Are  always  hum.ble,  always  grateful  founds 
If  they,  direded  by  Paul's  holy  pen, 
Become  difcreetly  all  things  to  all  men. 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them. 
Envy  may  hate,  but  Juilice  can't  condemn. 
"  Into  our  places,  flates,  and  beds  they  creep  ;" 
Tiiey've  fenfe  to  get,  what  we  want  fenfe  to  keep. 
Once,  be  the  hour  accurs'd,  accurs'd  the  place, 
I  ventur'd  to  blafpheme  thcchofen  race. 
Into  thofe  traps,  which  m.en  caWd  Patriots  laid. 
By  fpecious  arts  unwarily  betray 'd. 
Madly  I  leagu'd  againft  that  facred  earth, 
\^ile  parricide  !  which  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  (hall  I  meanly  Error's  path  purfae. 
When  heavenly  Truth  prefents  her  friendly  cluc^ 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  fhall  I  ^0  farther  in  ? 
To  make  the  cath  was  rafli ;  to  keep  it,  fm. 

Backward 
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BackwarJ  I  tread  the  paths  I  trod  before. 
And  calni  refieftion  hates  what  paiTion  fwore. 
Converted,   (bleffed  are  the  fouls  which  know 
Thofe  pleafures  which  from  true  converfion  flow. 
Whether  to  reafon,  who  now  rules  my  breafi:. 
Or  to  pure  faith,  like  Lyttelton  and  Weft) 
Pall:  crimes  to  expiate,  be  my  prefent  aim 
To  raife  new  trophies  to  the  Scottilli  name. 
To  make   (what  can  the  proudell:  Mufc  do  more  r) 
K'en  Fadlion's  fons  her  brighter  worth  adore. 
To  make  her  glories,  flamp'd  with  honeil  rimes. 
In  fuUeil  tide  roll  down  to  latefi:  times. 

*«  Prefumptuous  wretch  !  and  fhall  a  yxufe  like  thine, 
*'  An  Engiyjh  Mufi'y  the  meanell  of  the  nine, 
'*  Attem.pt  a  theme  like  this  ?  Can  her  weak  ilrain 
**  Expetft  indulgence  from  the  mighty  Thane  ? 
"  Should  he  from  toils  of  government  retire, 
*'   And  for  a  moment  fan  the  poet's  fire, 
**   Should  he,  of  fciences  the  moral  friend, 
«*   Each  curious t  each  important  fcarch  fulpend, 
<*  Leave  UfUuJJjhd  l^A\  of  herbs  to  tell, 
*'   And  all  the  -xoojiders  of  a  cockle-Jhsll, 
**  Having  the  Lord's  good  grace  before  his  eyes, 
**  Would  not  the  Kome  ftep  forth,  and  gain  the  prize? 
"  Or  if  this  wreath  of  honour  might  adorn 
"  I'he  humble  brows  of  one  in  England  bcrn, 
^*   Prefumptuous  11111  thy  daring  maft  appear  ; 
*'  Vain  all  thy  tov/'ring  hopes,  whilH  I  am  here.'* 

Thus  fpake  a/crw,  by  fiilcen  fmile,   and  tone 
Dull  and  unvaried,  for  sh*  Laurgat  known. 

Folly's 
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Folly's  chief  hiend.  Decorum's  eldeft  foHj 
In  ev'ry  party  found,  and  yet  of  none. 
This  airy  fiibjiance,  Xi^'i  fubftayitial Jbadey 
Abafh'd  1  heard,  and  with  refpecl  obey'd. 

From  themes  too  lofty  for  a  bard  fo  mean^ 
Difcretioii  beckons  to  an  humbler  fcene. 
The  reftlefs  icxtr  of  ambition  laid. 
Calm  I  retire,  and  feek  the  fylvan  fhade. 
Now  be  the  Mi^/e  difrob'd  of  all  her  pride. 
Be  all  the  glare  of  verfe  by  Truth  fupplied. 
And  if  plain  Nature  pours  a  fimple  ilrain. 
Which  Bute  may  praife,  and  Oinan  not  difdain^ 
OiTian,  fubliijiejiy  Jiinpleft  hdird.  of  all. 
Whom  Englijh  infidels  Macpherfv,n  call^ 
Then  round  my  head  fhall  honour's  enfigns  wavcj 
And  pensions  mark  me  for  a  willing  fiave. 


Two  boys,  whofe  birth  beyond  all  queftlon  fprings 
From  great  and  glorious,  tho'  fcrgoiten,  kings. 
Shepherds  of  Si.ottijh  lineage,  born  and  bred 
On  the  fame  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  head. 
By  niggard  Nature  dcom'd  en  the  fame  rocks 
'I'o  fpin  cut  life,  and  ilarve  thenifelves  and  flocks, 
Frcfh  as  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  mill:. 
The  mountain's  top  with  ufual  duUnefs  kifs'd. 
Jockey  and  Sawney  to  their  labours  rofe  ; 
Soon  clad  i  ween,  where  Nature  needs  no  cloaths, 

Vv'hcre, 
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Where,  from  their  youth  enur'd  to  wintcr-flcies, 
Drels  and  her  vain  refinements  they  defpile. 

Jockey,  whofc  manly  liigh-bon'd  cheeks  to  crown 
With  freckles  fpotted  fiam'd  the  golden  down. 
With  mikle  art  could  on  the  brigpipes  play. 
E'en  from  the  rifmg  to  the  fetting  day  ; 
Sawney  as  long  without  remorfe  could  bawl 
-Home's  madrigals,  and  ditties  from  Pingal. 
Oft  at  his  iirains,  all  natural  tho'  rude. 
The  Highland  la/'s  forgot  her  want  of  food. 
And,  Vvhilft  {t^Q /cratch'' d  her  lover  into  rell, 
Sunk  pleas'd,  tho'  hungry,  on  her  Sawney's  bread. 

Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  no  tree  was  feen. 
Earth,  clad  in  rufTet,  fccru'd  the  lively  green. 
The  plague  of  locafts  they  fecurc  die^y. 
For  in  three  hours  a  grafnopper  mult  die. 
No  living  thing,  whate'er  its  food,  feafls  there. 
But  the  Cameleon,  who  can  feaft  en  air. 
No  biids,  except  as  birds  of  pailage,  flew. 
No  bee  was  known  to  hum,  ko  dove  to  coo. 
No  flrcams  as  amber  fmcoth,  as  amber  clear. 
Were  feen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  warble  here. 
Rebellion's  fpring,  which  through  the  country  ran, 
FurniOi'd,  with  bitter  draughts,  the  ileady  clan. 
No  flow'rs  embalm'd  the  air,  but  one  white  rofe, 
\\'hich  on  the  tenth  of  June   by   inilindl  blows. 
By  inflind  blows  at  morn,  and,  when  the  fhades 
Of  drizzly  eve  prevail,  by  inftind;  fades. 

One,  and  but  one  poor  folitary  cave. 
Too  fparing  of  her  favours,  Niiture  gave  ;. 

That 
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That  one  alone  (hard  tax  on  Scott tjh  pride  !) 
Shelter  at  once  for  man  and  beaft  fupplied. 
Their  fnares  ivithout  entangling  briers  fpread. 
And  thiiiles,  arm'd  againil  th'  invader's  head^ 
Stood  in  dofe  ranks  ail  entrance  to  oppofe, 
Thilliles  now  held  more  precious  than  the  rcfe. 
All  creatures  v/hich,  on  Nature's  earlieil  plaii. 
Were  forir/d  to  Icath,  ard  to  be  loath'd  by  man. 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  naftintio  and  fpite. 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  fight. 
Creatures,  which  when  admitted  in  the  ark. 
Their  favicur  IhunnM,  and  rankled  in  the  dark. 
Found  piece  -c:iihin :  marking  her  nGifome  road 
With  poifon's  tr^^il,  here  crawl'd  the  b'oatcd  toad  ; 
There  webs  were  fpread  of  more  than  common  fize. 
And  half-ilarv'd  ipiders  prey'd  on  haif-ilarv  'd  fiijs  ; 
In  quefc  of  food,  efts  drove  in  \'ain  to  crawl ; 
Slugs,  pinch'd  wiih  hung^-r.  In-sear ''d  the  (limy  Vvall;.. 
The  cave  around  vvith  hiiiing  ii;rpent3  mv.g  ;. 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealtiiy  vapour  hung  ; 
And  Famine,  hy  her  children  ahvajs  k/io'j:ny 
MS  prciid  as  poor,  here  fix'd  her  7iaii-je  throne.. 

Herey  for  the  fu'ilen  &y  was  cvercail,     '  ■  • 
And  fummcr  (hrunk  beneath  a  wini'fy  blal^, 
A  native  blail,  which,  arm'd  with  hail  and  r^in. 
Beat  unrelenting  en  the  nr.kec  f.vair. 
The  boys  for  fhcltrr  made  ;  behind,  Elie  H^eep, 
Of  v/hich  thcfe  fhepherds  every  day  take  Kesp^ 
,  Sickly  crept  en,  and  v/ithcDrnplainings  rude. 
On  Nature  feem'd  to  cJJ,  and  b'er.t  fcr  fcod. 

Vol.  LX\  I;  G  Tock£y. 
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Joe    K    E    Y. 

Si:/j  to  this  cave,  by  tempeil,  we're  confin'd. 
And  within  hn  our  flocks,  under  the  wind. 
Safe  from  the  pelting  of  this  perilous  ilorin. 
Are  laid  einong  yon  thiftles,  dry  and  warm. 
What,  Sawney,  if  by  fnepherd's  art  we  try 
To  mock  the  rigour  of  this  cruel  iky  ? 
Vv'liat  if  we  tune  feme  merry  roundday  ? 
V/eli  dofi:  thcu  fmg,  nor  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 

Sawney. 

Ah,  Jockey,  ill  advifeft  thou,  /  •zcvV, 

To  think  of  fongs  at  fuch  a  tiirie  as  this. 

Sooner  (hall  herbage  crown  thcfe  barren  rocks. 

Sooner  fhall  fleeces  cloath  thefe  ragged  flocks. 

Sooner -fnall  want  feize  fnechcrd^  of  the  fouth. 

And  we  forget  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth. 

Than  Sawney,  out  of  fcafon,  fliall  impart 

I'he  fongs  of  ^^.■^.'\■':i'A'-^  u'ith  an  aching  iiCart. 

t 

J   O   C    K    £    Yo 

Still  have  I  known  thee  for  a  iiViy  fvvain  ;    . 
Of  things  pail  help,  what  boots  it  to  complain  ? 
Nothing  but  mirth  can  conquer  fortune's  ipite  ; 
No  ilcy  is  heavy,  if  the  heart  be  light : 
Vatience  is  forrow's  lalve  ;  what  can't  be  cur'd, 
^.o  Donald  right  arceds,  muft  be  endur'd. 

S   A  w  N    E   Y. 

Full  filly  ff.ain,  /  at-:/,  is  Jockey  now; 
IIvjW  didit  dicu  bear  thy  hiagry's  frdlhcod?  hcv/. 
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When  with  a  foreij^n  loon  fiie  ftolc 


.way, 


Did'll  thou  forfwear  thy  pipe  and  (hepherd's  lay  r 
Where  was  thy  boaued  wifdom  then,  when  I 
Applied  thcfs  proverbs,  which  you  now  apply  ? 

Jockey. 

C  Hie  was  hcnriy  !  All  the  Kighlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  Maggy  found  ! 
More  precious  (tlio'  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  med'cine  which  vv-e  Brim fione  call. 
Or  that  choice  plant,  fo  grateful  to  the  nofe. 
Which  in  I  knov/  not  what  far  country  grows. 
Was  Maggy  unto  me  ;  dear  do  I  rue, 
A  lafs  fo  fair  iliould  ever  prove  untrue. 

S   A   W    N    E    Y. 

Whether  with  pipe  or  fong  to  charm  the  ear. 
Thro'  all  the  land  did  Jamie  find  a  peer  r 
Curs'd  be  that  year  by  ev'ry  honeft  Scot, 
A.nd  in  the  fiiepherd's  calendar  forgot. 
That  fatal  year,  vvhen  Jamie,  haplefs  fv^/ainj 
In  evil  hour  forfcok  the  peaceful  plain. 
Jamie,  when  our  young  Laird  difcreetly  fled. 
Was  feiz'd  and  hang'd  till  he  was  dead,  Q.Q.2A,  dead. 

Jockey. 
Full  forely  may  we  all  Lnnent  that  cay  5 
For  all  were  lofers  in  the  deadly  fray. 
Five  brothers  had  I,  on  the  Scottiih  plains, 
Well  doft  thou  know  were  none  more  hopeful  fuains  j 
Five  brothers  there  I  loft,  in  manhood's  pride. 
Two  in  the  field,  ai  d  three  on  gibbets  died  : 

G  2  Ah 
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Jh  I    filly  fwains,  to  folicw  war's  alarms  ! 

^h  !  what  hath  Ihepherd's  lite  to  do  with  arms  I 

Sawn  e  v. 
Mention  it  not — Thc-re  faw  I  ftrangers  clad 
In  all  the  honours  cf  our  ravilh'd //^/V, 
Saw  the  Ferrara  too,  our  nation's  pride. 
Unwilling  grace  the  aukward  victor's  fide. 
There  fell  cur  chciceil  youth,  and  from  that  day 
Mote  never  Sawney  tune  the  merry  lay  ; 
Blefs'd  thofe  which  fell !  curs'd  thofe  wnich  ftill  furvive, 
To  mourn  Fifteen  renewed  in  Forty-f.-vc. 


Thus  plain'd  the  Boys,  when  from  her  throne  of  turf. 
With  boils  embofs'd,  and  overgrown  witli  fcurf. 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life's  corrupted  well, 
lMi>:'d  at  the  birth,  not  abitincnce  could  quell. 
Pale  Famine  rear'd  the  head  :  her  eager  eyes. 
Where  hunger  e'en  to  m.adnefs  fecm.'d  to  rife. 
Speaking  aloud  her  throes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
Strain'd  to  get  loofe,  and  from  their  orbs  to  liart ; 
Her  hollow  cheeks  were  each  a  deep-funk  cell, 
Where  wretchednefs  and  horror  lov'd  to  dwell ; 
With  double  rows  of  ufelcfs  teeth  fupplied, 
Iier  mouth,  from  ear  to  car,  extended  wide. 
Which,  v/hen  for  want  of  food  her  entrails  pin'd. 
She  op'd,  and  curfmg  fwallow'd  nought  but  wind  ; 
Ail  l^irivell'd  was  her  f^cln,  and  here  and  there, 
Making  ihcir  way  by  f^jrcc,  her  bones  lay  bare  : 

Such 
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Such  filthy  fight  to  hide  from  human  view. 
O'er  her  foul  limbs  a  tatter'd  plaid  fhe  threw. 

Ce?.ie,  cried  the  goddefs,  ceafe,  defpairing  fwains. 
And  from  a  parent  hear  what  Jove  ordains  ! 

Pent  in  this  barren  corner  of  the  ifle. 
Where  partial  fortune  never  deign'd  to  fmile ; 
Like  Nature's  baftards,  reaping  for  our  fnare 
What  v/as  rejsfted  by  the  lawful  heir  ; 
UnknowTi  amongfl  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
Or  only  known  to  raife  contempt  and  mirth  ; 
Long  free,  becaufe  the  race  cf  Roman  braves 
'J  hought  it  not  worth  their  while  to  make  us  flavcs  j 
Then  into  bondage  by  that  nation  brought, 
Whofe  ruin  v/e  for  ages  vainly  fought  ; 
Whom  ftill  with  unilack'd  hate  we  view,  and  ilill. 
The  pow'r  of  mifchief  loft,  retain  the  will ; 
Confider'd  as  the  refufe  of  mankind, 
A  mafs  till  the  laft  moment  left  behind. 
Which  frugal  Nature  doubted,  as  it  lay, 
Whsihsr  to  ftamp  with  life,  or  throw  away; 
Wiiich,  fonn'd  in  haile,  was  planted  in  this  nook. 
But  never  enter 'd  in  Creation's  book  ; 
Branded  as  traitors,  who  for  love  of  gold 
Would  fell  their  God,  as  once  their  King  they  fold  ; 
Long  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  ill, 
Thefe  vile  injurious  taunts,  and  bear  them  Itill. 
But  times  cf  happier  note  are  now  at  hand. 
And  the  fail  promife  of  a  better  land : 
The:e,  like  the  Sons  of  Ijracl,  ha^'ing  trod, 
For  ths  xix'd  term  of  y?:.rs  ordain'd  by  KjQ-\y 

G    7.  A  ]:!arren 
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A  barren  defart,  we  lliall  feize  rich  plauns. 
Where  milk  with  honey  flows,  and  plenty  reigns. 
With  feme  few  natives  join'd,  fome  piic^'nt  few. 
Who  worlhip  int'reft,  and  our  track  purfue. 
There  fnall  we,  tho'  the  wretched  people  grieve. 
Ravage  at  large,  nor  ailc  the  owners  leave. 

P'or  us,  the  earth  Ihall  bring  forth  her  increafe  ; 
For  U3,  the  flocks  fnall  wear  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Fat  beeves  fliall  yield  us  dainties  not  our  own. 
And  the  grape  bleed  a  nectar  yet  unknown  ; 
For  our  advantage  fnall  their  harvefts  grow. 
And  Scot/men  reap  what  they  difdain'd  to  fow ; 
For  us,  the  fun  ihall  climb  the  eaflern  hill ; 
For  us,  the  rain  fliall  fall,  the  dew  dillil ; 
When  to  our  wifnes  Nature  cannot  rife. 
Art  fliaii  be  tafk'd  to  grant  us  frefli  fupplies. 
His  brawny  arm  ftiali  drudging  Labour  llrain, 
hvA  for  our  pleafure  fuffer  daily  pain  ; 
Trade  'fliall  for  us  e.xert  her  utmofl  pow'rs, 
Ker's  all  the  to:!,  and  all  the  prciit,  our's  ; 
For  us,  the  oai^:  fnall  from  his  native  fteep 
Defcend,  and  fearlefs  travel  thro'  the  deep; 
The  fail  of  Commerce  for  our  ufe  uiifurl'd. 
Shall  waft  the  treafures  of  each  diftant  v/crld  ; 
F'or  us,  fublimer  heights  fnall  Science  reach. 
For  us,  their  Statefmen  plot,  their  Churchmen  preach  ; 
Their  noblefl:  limbs  of  counfel  we'll  disjoint. 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  own  appoint; 
Devouring  V/ar,  imprifcn'd  in  the  north, 
Whall,  at  cur  call,  in  horrid  pc-^mp  brc.  k  forth. 

And 
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And  when,  his  chariot  wheels  with  thunder  hung. 
Fell  Difcord  braying  with  hsr  brazen  tongue, 
Leath  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Hate,  and  Fear, 
A.nd  Deiolation  ilalking  in  the  rear. 
Revenge,  by  Juflice  guided,  in  his  train. 
He  drives  impetuous  o'er  the  trembling  plain. 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawful  prey. 
And  to  meek,  gentle,  gen'rous   Peace  give  way. 

Think  not,  *ny  Tons,  that  this  To  bicfs'd  eflatc 
Stands  at  a  diftance  on  the  roll  of  fate  ; 
Already  big  with  hopes  of  future  fway. 
E'en  from  this  cave  1  fcent  my  deilinM  prey. 
Think  not,  that  tliis  dominion  o'er  a  race, 
"VVhofe  former  deeds  fhall  Time's  laft  annals  grace:. 
In  the  rough  face  of  peril  muil  be  fought. 
And  with  the  lives  of  thoufands  dearly  bought ; 
No  — fcol'd  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
V.'hich  laughs  to  fccrn  the  blundering  hero's  heart. 
Into  the  fnare  iliall  our  kind  neighbcurs  fall 
With  open  eyes,  and  fondly  give  us  all. 

When  Rome,  to  prop  lif  r  finking  empire,  bors 
Their  choiceil  levies  to  a  foreign  {ho]-e. 
What  if  we  feiz'd,  like  a  defiroying  food. 
Their  widovv'd  plains,  and  tilVd  the  realm  with  blood. 
Gave  an  unbounded  Icofe  to  m.anly  rage. 
And  fcorning  mercy,  fpar'd  nor  fex  nor  a^c  ; 
When,  for  our  int'rell:  too  mighty  grown, 
Monarchs  of  warlike  bent  poiTefs'd  the  throne. 
What  if  v/e  ftrcve  divinons  to  foment. 
And  fpread  the  flames  of  civil  difccntent, 

G  4  AiTifled 
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Afiifled  thofe  who  'gainft  their  king  made  head. 

And  give  the  traitors  refoge  when  they  fied  ; 

V/hcn  reftlefs  Glory  bad  her  ions  advance. 

And  pitch'd  her  ftirdard  in  the  fields  of  France  ; 

"What  if,  difdaining  caths,  and  empty  found. 

By  which  our  nation  never  fhall  be  bound. 

Bravely  Vv'e  taught  unmuzz'cd  war  to  roam 

T/iro'  the  wz^akland,  and  brought  cheap  laurels  home  ; 

\Vhen  the  bold  traitors  leagu'd  for  the  defence 

Of  Law,  Religion,  Liberty  and  Senfe, 

When  they  againll  their  lawful  monarch  rcfe. 

And  dar'd  the  Lord's  Anointed  to  op-)o{'2. 

What  if  we  fd'.l  rever'd  the  banifh'd  race. 

And  flrove  the  R.cyal  Vagrants  to  replace, 

Wiih  fierce  rebellions  fhook  th'  unfettled  Hate, 

And  greatly  dar'd,  the'  crcfs'd  by  partial  fate  ; 

Thefe  fades,  which  Hiight,  where  vvifdom  held  the  f.vay. 

Awake  the  very  Itones  to  bar  cur  way, 

TLere  fiiali  be  nothing,  nor  one  trace  remain 

In  the  dull  region  of  an  Englim  brain.  . 

Llefs'd  with  thut /ait/j,  which  mountains  can  remove, 

Firil  they  fnall  ^i.fes,  next  faints,  laft  martyrs  prove. 

Already  is  rhis  game  of  fate  begun 
Under  the  fandion  of  my  darling  fon  : 
'i'hat  fon,  of  nalure  royal  as  his  name. 
Is  defcinVi  to  redeem  our  race  from  faame  ; 
His  boundlefs  pcw'r,  beyond  example  great, 
Shall  make  the  rough  way  fir.ooth,  tile  crooked  ftraight^ 
Shall  for  our  cafe  the  raging  fiov'.ds  refirain. 
And  fi.ik  the  mojutain  kvel  to  the  plain. 

Difcord* 
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Difcord,  whom  in  a  cavern  under  ground 
V/ith  raaiTy  fetters  their  late  Patriot  bound. 
Where  her  own  flefli  the  furious  hag  might  tear. 
And  vent  her  curfes  to  the  vacant  air. 
Where;,  that  ihe  never  might  be  heard  of  more. 
He  planted  Loyalty  to  guard  the  deer. 
For  better  purpofe  fhall  our  Chi.^f  releafj, 
Diiguiie  her  fur  a  time,  and  call  her  Peace. 

Lur'd  by  that  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit, 
Shill  the  weak  Englilli  help  themfelves  to  cheat ; 
To  gain  our  love,  with  honours  fnall  they  grace 
The  old  adherents  of  the  Stuart  race, 
W'ho  pointed  out,  no  matter  by  what  name, 
Tories  cr  Jacobites  are  iiill  the  fame. 
To  foothe  cur  rage,  the  temporifmg  brood 
Shall  break  the  ties  cf  truth  and  gratitude, 
Againil:  their  faviour  v.enom'd  falfncods  frame. 
And  brand  with  calumny  their  William's  name  ; 
To  win  our  grace,   (rare  argument  of  wit) 
To  cur  untainted  faith  ihall  they  ccmm/It 
(Ourf'ith  which,  in  extremeii  perils  tried, 
Difdain'd,  and  ftill  d  fdains,  to  change  her  lidc) 
That  facred  Majefty  they  all  apprG\  e, 
Who  moll:  cnjcys,  and  belt  deicrves  tneir  love. 


A  N 
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V/ILLIAM    HOGARTH. 

A    MONGST  the  Jfons  of  men  how  few  arc  known 
Ji  A    V/ho  dare  be  jufl  to  merit  not  their  own  1 
-Superior  virtue  and  fuperior  {cufe 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  always  give  oifcnce  ; 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  fcarcely  bear. 
So  nice  is  Jealoufy,  a  rival  there. 

Be  wicked  as  thou  wilt,  do  all  that's  bafe. 
Proclaim  thyfelf  the  monllcr  of  thy  race  ; 
Let  Vice  and  Folly  thy  black  foul  divide. 
Be  proud  with  meannefs,  and  be  mean  with  pride } 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  faith  and  honour,  fall 
From  fide  to  fide,  yet  be  of  none  at  all ; 
Spurn  all  thofe  charities,  thofe  facred  ties, 
V\''hlch  Nature  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wife. 
To  v.ork  our  fafety,  and  cnfure  her  plan, 
Contriv'd  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man  ; 
Lift  againfl  Virtue  power's  opprefTive  rod, 
Betray  thy  country,  and  deny  thy  God  ; 

And, 
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And,  in  one  gen'ral  comprchenfive  line. 

To  group,  which  volumes  Icarcely  could  define, 

Whate'er  of  iin  and  dullneis  can  be  laid. 

Join  to  a  F 's  heart  a  D — 's  hjad  ; 

Yet  may'il  thou  pafs  unnotic'd  in  the  throng. 
And,  free  from  envy,  faLdy  fneak  along. 
The  rigid  faint,  by  vvhcrn  no  mercy's  ihewn 
To  faints  wliofe  lives  are  better  than  his  own. 
Shall  fpare  thy  crimes ;  and  Wit,  who  never  once 
Forgave  a  brother,  fhall  forgive  a  dunce. 
But  fiiould  thy  foul,  form'd  in  fome  lucklefs  hour. 
Vile  int'reil  fcorn,  nor  madly  grafp  at  pow'r  ; 
Should  love  of  fame,  in  Qv^y  noble  mind 
A  brave  difeafe,  with  love  of  virtue  join'd. 
Spur  thee  to  deeds  of  pith,  v/liere  courage,  tried 
In  Rcafon's  court,  is  amply  juflified  ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averfe  to  ftrife, 
Should'il  thou  prefer  the  calmer  walk  of  life  ; 
Should'fc  thou,  by  pale  and  nckly  Study  led, 
Pr.rfue  coy  Science  to  the  fountain-head  ; 
Virtue  thy  guide,  and  Public  Good  thy  end. 
Should  ev'ry  thought  to  our  improvement  tend. 
To  curb  the  palHons,  to  enlarge  the  mind, 
•Purge  the  fick  weal,  and  humanize  mankind  : 
Rage  in  her  eye,  and  malice  in  her  breail:. 
Redoubled  horjor  grinning  on  her  crefc. 
Fiercer  each  fnake,  and  inarper  ev'ry  dart. 
Quick  from  her  cell  faali  madd'ning  Envy  ftart. 
Then  ihalt  thou  und,  but  find  alas  !   too  late, 
J  low  vain  is  worth  !   hew  fnort  is  glory's  date  ! 

Then 
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Then  fhalt  thou  find,  vvhilft  friends  with  foes  confpirc 
To  giv.e  more  proof  tlian  virtue  would  defire. 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  adling  well ; 
No  crime's  fo  great  as  daring  to  excel. 
Whilft  Satire  thus,  difdainir.g  mean  controul, 
Urg'd  the  free  dictates  of  an  hcneft  foul. 
Candour,  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paul, 
Still  thinks  the  bell,  whene'er  fne  tliinks  at  all. 
With  the  fwcet  milk  of  human  kindnefs  blefs'd. 
The  furious  ardour  of  my  zeal  reprefs'd. 

Can'ft  thou,  with  more  than  ufual  warmth,  (he  cry'd. 
Thy  malice  to  indulge,  and  feed  thy  pride, 
Can'jl  thou,  fevere  by  Nature  as  thou  art, 
Witii  ail  that  wond'rcus  rancour  in  thy  heart. 
Delight  to  torture  Truth  ten  thoufand  ways. 
To  fpin  detr.iclion  forth  from  themes  of  praife. 
To  make  Vice  fit  for  purpofes  of  Urife, 
And  draw  the  hag  much  larger  than  the  life. 
To  make  the  good  f.em  had,  the  bad  feem  worfe. 
And  reprcfcnt  our  nature  ?.s  our  curfe  ? 
'  Doth  not  humanity  condemn  that  zeal 
Which  tends  to  aggravate  and  not  to  heal  ? 
Doth  not  difcretion  wnrn  thee  of  difgrace. 
And  danger  grinning  ftare  thee  in  the  face  ; 
Loud  as  the  drum,  which  fnreadinn-  terror  round 
From  emptinefs  acquires  the  pow'r  of  found  ? 
Doth  n.ot  the  voice  of  Norton  Rrike  thy  ear. 
And  the  pale  Mansfield  chill  thy  foul  uith  fear  ? 
Do'il  thou,  fond  man,  believe  thyfelf  fecure, 
Becaufe  thou'rt  honcil,  and  bccaufe  tlicu'rt  poor  ? 

Do'll 
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Do'll  thou  on  law  and  liberty  depend  ? 

Turn,  turn  thy  eyes,  and  view  thy  injur'd  friend. 

Art  thou  beyond  the  ruifian  gripe  of  pow'r  ? 

When  Wilkes,  prejudgd,  is  fentenc'd  to  the  Tovv'r? 

Do'li:  thou  by  privilege  exemption  claim. 

When  privilege  is  little  more  than  name  ? 

Or  to  prerogative  (that  glorious  ground 

Oil  which  ftate-fcoundrels  oft  have  fafety  found) 

Do'll  thou  pretend,  and  there  a  fLnJlicn  find, 

Unpuniih'd,  thus  to  libel  human  kind  ? 

When  poverty,  the  poet's  conilant  crime, 
Compeird  thee,  all  unnt,  to  trade  in  rime. 
Had  not  romantic  notions  turn'd  thy  head, 
HadTc  thou  not  valu'd  honour  more  than  bread. 
Had  intVeil,  pliant  int'rell:,  been  thy  guide. 
And  had  not  prudence  been  debauch'd  by  pride. 
In  flatt'ry's  ilream  thou  would'it  have  dipp'd  thy  pen. 
Applied  to  great,  and  not  to  honeil:  m.en. 
Nor  fnould  conviciion  have  ftduc'd  thy  heart 
To  take  the  weaker  tho'  the  better  part. 

What  but  rank  folly,  for  thy  curie  decreed. 
Could  into  Satire's  barren  path  m.iileid. 
When,  open  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul-fccthing  Panegyric's  flow'ry  uay  ? 
There  might  the  Mufe  hare  faunter'd  at  her  eafe. 
And,  pleafmg  others,  learn'd  herieif  to  pieafe  ; 
Lords  fhould  have  liilen'd  to  the  fugar'd  treat. 
And  ladies  J  fimp'ring,  ovvn'd  it  vailly  fweet  ; 
Rogues,  in  thy  prudent  verle  with  virtue  grac'd. 
Techy  mark'd  by  thee  as  prodigies  of  tal\c, 

Mufl 
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Muft  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  dc\\n. 
Such  Wit,  fuch  Truth  as  thine  to  quit  the  gown. 
Thy  facred  brethren  too  '  (for  they  no  lei's 
Th:in  laymen,  bring  their  ofi'Vings  to  fuccefs) 
Kad  hail'd  thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  vow 
Sincere  as   that  they  pay  lo  God,  whilll  thou 
In  laiv^i  hadtl  whiiper'd  to  a  fleeping  croud. 
As  dull  as  R ,  and  half  as  proud. 

Peace,  Candour!— Wifely  had'll:  thou  faid,  and  well. 
Could  int'reli:  in  this  breait  one  moment  dwell. 
Could  llie,  with  prcfpedl  of  luccefs,  oppcfe 
The  firm  refclves  which  from  conviiTticn  rofe. 
I  cannot  truckle  to  a  fool  of  Hate, 
Nor  take  a  favour  from  the  man  I  hate, 
p'ree  leave  have  others  by  fuch  means  to  fiiine ; 
1  fcorn  their  pracflice,  they  may  laugh  at  mine. 

But  in  tliis  charge,  forgetful  of  thyi^^If, 
Thou  hafl  afTum'd  the  maxims  of  that  elf. 
Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man's  diihoncur  fram'd, 
Cunning  in  Heav'n,  am.on['^:  us  Prudence  nam'd, 
Thatyfr-y//^  Prudence  which  I  leave  to  thcfe 
Who  dare  not  be  my  fsiends,  can't  be  my  foes. 

Plad  I  with  cruel  and  oppreiiivc  rim.es 
Purl'u'd,  and  tum'd  misfortunes  into  crimes ; 
Plad  I,  v/hen  Virtue  gafping  lay  and  low, 
Join'd  tyrant  Vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe  ; 
Kad  I  made  Modelly  in  bluflies  fpcak. 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  Beau|;y's  facred  check  ; 
Had  I  (damn'd  then)  in  thought  debas'd  my  lays. 
To  wound  that  icx  v/hich  honour  bids  me  praif.' ; 

?Iad 
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Had  I,  from  vengeance  by  bafe  views  betray'd. 

In  endlefs  night  funk  injar'd  Ayliii 's  fliadc  ; 

Had  I  (which  Satirills  of  mighty  name, 

Renown'd  in  rime,  rever'd  for  ;;ioral  fame. 

Have  done  before,  whom  Juftice  iliall  purfac 

In  future  verfe)  brought  forth  to  public  view 

A  noble  friend,  and  made  his  foibles  known, 

Becaufe  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  own  ; 

Had  1  fpar'd  thofe  (fo  Prudence  had  decreed) 

Whom,  God  fo  help  me  at  my  grcateli  need, 

I  ne'er  will  fpare,  thofe  vipers  to  their  Kiiig, 

Who  fmooth  their  loolcs,  and  flatter  v/hilfl  they  fang. 

Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boaft 

Of  thofe,  who  flatter  lead,  but  love  him  mofc ; 

Had  I  thus  fmn'd,  my  fiubborn  foul  fhculd  bend 

At  Candour's  voice,  and  take,  a.-  from  a  friend. 

The  deep  rebuke  ;  niyfelf  iliould  be  the  firll: 

To  hate  m.yfelf,  and  ftamp  my  Mufe  accurs'd. 

But  Iha'il  my  arm— forbid  it  manly  pride. 
Forbid  it  Reafon,  warring  on  my  fide— • 
For  vengeance  lifted  high,  the  ftroke  forbear. 
And  hang  fufpended  in  the  defart  air. 
Or  to  my  trembling  fide  unnerv'd  fn  k  doun, 
Palficdi  forfooth,  by  Candour's  half-made  frov/n  ? 
When  Juiuce  bids  me  on,  fliall  I  delay 
Becaufe  iniipid  Candour  bars  m.y  way  ? 
Wiien  file,  o^  all  alike  the  puling  friend. 
Would  difappoint  my  Satire's  nobleil  end, 
Vvhen  flie  to  villains  would  a  fanftion  give. 
And  flichcr  thofe  who  are  not  fit  to  live, 

Whea 
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When  flie  would  fcreen  the  guilty  from  a  blufli,  .  : 
And  bids  me  fpare  whom  Realbn  bids  me  crufh/-  -■ 
All  leagues  with  Candour  proudly  I  refign  ;  '  ■> 

She  cannot  be  for  honour's  turn,  nor  mine.  ' 

Yet  cgme,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  flierd. 
Whom  Vice  can't  fear,  whonv  Virtue  cfltn't;C9mJ]tK534/ 
Come  Candour,  by  thy  dull  indiir 'rence  kiio.vn,- /■  -  ' 
Thou  equ'il-blcoded  judge,  thou  iuke\varr?i  drcnc. 
Who,  fuil'ilon'd  without  feelings,  doll:  expeft. 
We  call  that  Virtue  which  we  know  Defecl ; 
Come,  and  obilji-^^e  the  nature  of  cur  cnnii  5, 
The  grofs  and  rank  complexicn  of  the  Ume;-, 
Gbfqrve  it  wdl,  and  then  rcvi.w  my  plan; 
Praife  if  ycu  will,  or  cenfure  if  you  can.  ,    .:.    .,  .•..;.- 

Whiiil  Vice  preiumptuous  lords  it  a^  in  iport,  - , 
And  Piety  is  only  known  at  court; 
Whilft  wretched  Liberty  expiring  lies 
Beneath  the  fatal  burthen  of  Excife ; 
V/hilil:  nobles  ad,  without  one  touch  of  ikame. 
What  men  of  humble  rank  would  blulh  to  name  ;  ...  •  ,;' 
Wllilil  Honour's  plac'd  in  higheH  point  of  view,     ;.  ;; 
V/orlliipp'd  by  thofe,  whojuilice  never  knew; 
Whilil:  bubbles  of  diliindion  w'afte  in  play 
The  hours  of  rell,  and  blunder  thro'  the  d  y, 
V/ith  dice  and  cards  opprobrious  vigils  keep, 
I'hen  turn  to  ruin  empires  in  their  fleep  ; 
Whilft  fathers,  by  relentlefs  paifion  led. 
Doom  wcrlhy  injur'd  fons  to  h<^g  their  bread. 
Merely  with  ill-got,  ill-fav'd  weakh  to  grace 
An  alien,  abjcd,  poor,  proud,  upilart  race  ; 
.  , .  .-  Whim 
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WhiiH:  Martin  flatters  only  to  betray. 
And  Webb  gives  up  his  dirty  ioul  for  pay  ; 
Whilft  titles  ferve  to  huih  a  A'illain's  fears  ; 
WriiliL  peers  are  agents  made,  and  agents  peers  ; 
Whilft  bafe  betrayers  are  themfelves  betray 'd. 
And  makers  ruin'd  by  the  thing  they  made  ; 

Whilil:  C ,  falfe  to  God  and  man,  for  gold, . 

Like  the  old  traitor  who  a  Saviour  fold. 

To  ihame  his  mailer,  friend,  and  father  gives  ; 

Whilft  Bute  remains  in  pcw'r,  whilft  Kolland  lives ; 

Can  Satire  want  a  fubje^:,  where  Difdain, 

By  Virtue  fir'd,  m.ay  point  her  fnarpeft  llrain  ; 

Where  cloath'd  with  thunder.  Truth  may  roll  along. 

And  Candour  juftify  the  rage  of  fong  f 

Such  things  !   fuch  men  before  thee  !   fach  an  age  ! 
Where  Rancour,  great  as  thine,  may  ^lut  her  rage. 
And  ficken  e'en  to  furfeit,  v/here  the  pride 
Of  Satire,  pouring  down  in  fulleft  tide. 
May  fpread  wide  vengeance  round,  yet  all  the  while 
jiiftice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  fmile  ; 
Whilft  I,  thy  foe  mifdeem'd,  cannot  condemn. 
Nor  difapprove  that  rage  I  wifti  to  ftem. 
Wilt  thou,  degen'rate  and  corrupted,  chufe 
To  foil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  Mufe  ? 
With  fallacy,  moft  infamous,  to  ftain 
Ker  truth,  and  render  all  her  anger  vain  ? 
When  I  beheld  thee  incorreci:,  but  bold, 
A  various  comment  on  the  ftage  unfold  ; 
When  play'rs  ovi  players  before  thy  fat're  fell. 
And  poor  Reviews  confpir'd  thy  wrath  to  fwell ; 

Vol.  LX\T.  H  When 
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When  ft:ites  and  flatefmen  next  became  thy  care. 
And  only  kings  were  fafe  if  thou  waft  there  ; 
Thy  ev'ry  word  I  weighM  in  Judgment*s  fcale. 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  found  truth  prevaiL 
Why  doft  thou  now  to  falfhood  meanly  fly  ? 
Not  even  Candour  can  forgive  a  lye. 

Bad  as  men  arc,  why  fiiould  thy  frantic  rimes 
Traffic  in  flander,  and  invent  new  crimes  ? 
Crimes,  which  exifling  only  in  thy  mind. 
Weak  fpleen  brings  forth  to  blacken  all  mankind. 
By  pleafmg  hopes  we  lure  the  human  heart 
To  prailife  virtue,  and  improve  in  art ; 
To  thwart  thefe  ends,   (which  proud  of  honeH  fame, 
A  noble  Mufe  would  chcrilh  and  enflame) 
Thy  drudge  contrives,  and  in  our  full  career 
Sicklies  our  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  fear  ; 
Tells  us  that  all  our  labours  are  in  vain  ; 
That  what  we  feek,  we  never  can  obtain; 
That  dead  to  Virtue,  loll  to  Nature's  plan. 
Envy  pofTefi'cs  the  v/hole  race  of  man  ; 
That  worth  is  criminal,  and  danger  lies. 
Danger  extreme,  in  being  good  and  uife. 

n  is  a  rank  falihood  ;  fearch  the  world  around. 
There  cannot  be  fo  vile  a  monger  fciurrd. 
Not  one  fo  vile,  on  whom  fufpicions  fill 
Of  that  grofs  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  all. 
Approv'd  by  thofc  who  difobey  her  laws, 
Virtue  from  Vice  itfelf  extorts  applaufe. 
Her  very  foes  bear  witnefs  to  her  ftate; 
They  Vv'ill  not  love  her,  but  they  cannot  hats. 

Kat: 
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Hate  Virtue  for  herfelf,  with  fpite  purfue         ^;^      .a 

Merit  fcr  merit's  fake  !   Might  this  b?  true,         .        ,rp 

I  would  renounce  my  Nature  with  difd>ain,  /    , 

And  with  the  bealts  that  perifh  graze  the  plain  :  ,, 

Might  this  be  true,  had  we  fo  far  fill'd  up 

Th-  meaf^re  of  our  crimes,  and  from  the  cup 

Of  guiit  fo  deep];/  drank,  as  not  to  iind, 

Thirfdng  for  fm,  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind. 

Quick  ruin  muft  involve  this  flaming  ball,  .j^ 

And  Providence  in  jullice  crulh  us  alL  .  ,.j£ 

None  but  the  damn'd,  and  amongfc  them  the  ViOl^,^''j 

Thcfs  who  fcr  double  guilt  are  doubly  curs'd, 

Can  be  fo  lou ;  nor  can  the  wcrll:  of  all 

At  once  into  fuch  deep  damnation  fall ; 

By  painful  flow  degrees  they  reach  this  crime. 

Which  e'en  in  hell  muft  be  a  work  of  tim.e.  .  -. 

Ccafe  then  thy  guilty  rage,  thou  wayward  Ton, 

With  the  foul  gall  of  difcontent  o'er-run,  ^  , 

Liil:  to  my  voice — be  honeft,  if  ycu  can,  g- 

Nor  ilander  Nature  in  her  fav'rite  Alan. 

But  if  thy  fpirit,  refolute  in  ill. 

Once  having  err'd,  perfifts  in  error  flill. 

Go  on  at  large,  no  longer  worth  my  care. 

And  freely  vent  thofe  blafphemies  in  air. 

Which  I  would  ftamp  as  falfe,  tho*  on  the  tongue 

Of  angels  the  injurious  ilander  hung. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (that  cunning  elf 
Who  fiiares  the  coxcomb  to  deceive  himfelv)  .   ^- 

Or  blinded  by  that  rage,  did'fl  thou  beiieve  ---fT 

That  v/e  too,  coollv,  would  curfolves  deceive  ? 

H  2  That 
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That  we  as  fterling  falihood  would  admit, 
Becaiife  'twas  fcafon'd  with  Ibme  little  wit  ? 
When  f.(f:ion  riles  plcafmg  to  the  eye. 
Men  will  believe,  becaufc  they  love  the  lie  ; 
But  Truth  herfelf,  if  clouded  with  a  frown, 
Muft  have  feme  folemn  proof  to  pafs  her  dov/n. 
Haft  thou,  maintaining  that  which  mull:  difgrace 
And  bring  into  contempt  the  human  race. 
Halt  thou,  or  can'il  thou,  in  Truth's  facrcd  court. 
To  five  thy  credit,  and  thy  caufe  uippcrr. 
Produce  one  proof,  make  out  one  real  ground 
On  which  fo  great,  fo  grofs  a  charge  to  found  ! 
Nay,  do'ft  thou  know  one  man  (Icl  that  appear. 
From  wilful  falibocd  Til  proclaim  thee  clear) 
One  man  fo  loft,  to  Nature  fo  untrue. 
From  whom  this  gen'ral  charge  thy  raflmefs  drew  ? 
On  this  foundation  (halt  thou  ftand  or  fill- 
Prove  that  in  One,  which  you  have  charg'd  on  All. 
Reafon  determines,  and  it  muft  be  done  ; 
'ivlongft  men,  or  paft,  or  prefent,  name  n;e  One. 
Hogarth — I  take  thee.  Candour,  at  thy  word. 
Accept  thy  proftcr'd  terms,  and  will  be  heard  ; 
Thee  have  I  heard  with  virulence  declaim. 
Nothing  retain'd  of  Candour  but  the  name ; 
By  thee  have  I  been  charg'a  in  angry  ftrains 
With  that  mean  faliliood  which  my  foul  diflains — 
Hoearth  ftand  forth — Nav  han^  not  thus  aloof— 
Now,  Candour,  now  thou  flialt  receive  fuch  proof. 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  thou  ftialt  fjar 
'"fo  tax  my  wrath,  and  own  my  conduct  clear- 
Hogarth 
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Mogarth  fiand  forth — I  dare  thee  to  be  tried 

In  that  great  court,  where  Confcierxe  muil;  prefide  ;• 

At  that  molT:  folemn  bar  hold  up  thy  hand  ;  "  i' ■ 

Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  fland — 

Speak,  but  confider  well— from  nrft  to  laft 

Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  action  paft— 

Nay,  you  ftiall  have  no  reafon  to  complain — 

Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o'er  again— 

Can'il:  thou  remember  from  thy  earlieft  youth. 

And  as  thy  God  muft  ji'dge  thee,  fpeak  the  truth, 

A  fmgle  inftance  where,  fclf  laid  afide. 

And  juftice  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride. 

Thou  with  an  equal  eye  did'H  Genius  view. 

And  give  to  merit  what  was  merit's  due  ? 

Genius  and  m^erit  are  a  fure  offence. 

And  thy  foul  fickens  at  the  name  of  fenfe. 

Is  any  one  fo  foolilh  to  fucceed. 

On  Envy's  altar  he  is  doom'd  to  bleed  ? 

Hogartli,  a  guilty  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 

The  place  of  executioner  fupplies. 

See  how  he  glotes,  enjoys  the  facred  feail. 

And  proves  himfelf  by  cruelty  a  priell. 

Wiiilic  the  weak  artifl,  to  thy  whims  a  Have, 
Would  bury  all  thofe  pov/'rs  which  Nature  gave. 
Would  fuffer  blank  concealment  to  obfcure 
Thofe  rays,  thy  jealoufy  could  not  endure; 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  ruft  unknown. 
And  to  fecure  thy  credit  blaft  his  own, 
Ir.  Hogarth  he  v/as  fure  to  hnd  a  friend  ; 
He  could  not  fear,  and  therefore  might  commend. 

H  3  But 
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But  whsn  his  fpirit,  rous'd  by  honell  lliam?. 
Shook  ofF  tiat  lethargy,  and  foar'd  to  fame. 
When,  with  the  pride  of  man,  refoK^'d  and  llrong. 
He  fcorn'd  thofe  fears  which  did  his  honour  wrong, 
And,  on  himfelf  detcrmin'd  to  reiy. 
Brought  forth  his  labours  to  the  public  eye. 
No  friend  in  thee,   could  fuch  a  rebel  know^ 
He  had  defert,  and  Hogarth  was  his  foe. 

Souls  of  a  tim'rous  call,  of  petty  name 
In  Envy's  court,  not  yet  quite  dead  to  iliamc. 

May  feme  remorfe,  fornc  qu.ilnis  of  confciciice  feci. 

And  fuiier  honour  to  abate  their  zeal; 

But  the  man  truly  and  complcatly  great, 

A'ilows  no  rule  of  adion  but  his  hate  ; 

Thro'  ev'ry  bar  he  bravely  breaks  his  way, 

Failion  his  principle,  and  parts  his  prey. 

Mediums  in  vice  and  virtue  fpcak  a  mind 

Within  the  pale  of  temperance  confm-d '; 

The  daring  fpirit  fcorns  hrr  narro\y  fi:hcmcs, 

And,  good  or  bad,  is  always  in  extremes. 

Man's  pradlice  duly  weigh'd,  thro'  ev'ry  age 

On  the  fame  plan  hath  Envy  form'd  her  rage  : 

'Gainll  thofe  whom  fortune  hath  our  rivn!s  made 

.In  v/ay  of  Science,  and  in  v/ay  cf  Trade, 

Stung  with  mean  jealoufy  llie  arms  her  fpite, 

Firil  works,  then  views  their  ruin  with  delight. 

Our  Hogarth  here  a  grand  improver  fliines. 

And  nobly  on  the  gen'ral  plan  rennes  ; 

He  like  himfelf  o'crleaps  t\ie  fervilc  bound  ; 
Worth  is  his  mark,  wherever  worth  is  found. 

Should 
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Should  painters  only  his  vail  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev'ry  walk  is  lawful  prize. 
'Tis  a  grofs  iniult  to  his  o'ergrown  ftate  ;  ". 

His  love  to  merit  is  to  fed  his  hate.  ^^   ^ 

When  Wilkes,  our  countryman,  our  common  friend, 
Arofe,  his  king,  his  country  to  defend,  ■ 

When  tools  of  pow'r  he  bar'd  to  public  view. 
And  from  their  holes  the  fneaking  cowards  drew,  ' 
When  Rancour  found  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  foil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach. 
What  could  induce  thee,  at  a  time  and  place. 
Where  manly  foes  had  bluili'd  to  fnew  their  face,  ' 
To  make  that  effort,  which  muft  damn  thy  name. 
And  fmk  thee  deep,  deep  in  thy  grave  with  fhame  ? 
Did  virtue  move  thee  i"  No,  'twas  pride,  rank  pride. 
And  if  thou  hadft  not  done  it,  thou  hadildy'd. 
Malice  (who,  difappointed  of  her  end. 
Whether  to  work  the  bane  of  foe  or  friend, 
Prcvi;  on  herfelf,  and  driven  to  the  Hake, 
Gives  Virtue  that  revenge  fhe  fcorns  to  take) 
Had  ki'l'd  thee,  tort'ring  on  life's  utmoft  verge. 
Had  Wilkes  and  Liberty  efcap'd  thy  fccurge. 

When  that  great  Charter,  which  our  fathers  bought 
With  their  belt  blood,  was  into  queftion  brought ; 
When,  big  with  ruin,  o'er  each  Englilli  head 
"V'ile  ilav'ry  hung  fufpended  by  a  thread ; 
When  I/lberty,  all  trembling  and  aghait, 
Fear'd  for  the  future,  knov/ing  what  was  pail  ; 
When  ev'ry  breail  was  chill'd  with  deep  defpair. 
Till  reafon  poi-ited  out  that  Pratt  was  there  ; 

H  4  Lurking, 
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Lurking,  moll  riifiian-like,  behind  a  Icrcen, 

So  plac'd  all  things  to  fee,  himfclf  unfeen. 

Virtue,  widi  due  contempt,  faw  Hogarth  Hand, 

The  murd'rous  pencil  in  his  paliied  hand. 

What  was  the  caufe  of  Liberty  to  him. 

Or  what  was  Honour  ?   Let  them  fmk  cr  Avim, 

So  he  may  gratify  without  controul. 

The  mean  refentments  of  his  felfilh  foul. 

Let  Freedom  perilh,  if,  to  Freedom  true. 

In  the  fame  ruin  Wilkes  may  perifn  too. 

V/ith  all  the  fymptorns  of  alTur'd  decay, 

Vv'ith  age  and  licknels  pinch'd,  and  worn  riway. 

Pale  quiv'ring  lips,  lank  ciiceks,  iand  fault'ring  tongue. 

The  fpirits  out  of  tune,  the  nerves  unilrung. 

Thy  body  fliriveil'd  up,  thy  dim  eyes  funk 

Within  their  fockets  c*ep,  thy  weak  hams  farurk 

The  body's  weight  unable  to  fulLiin, 

The  ilream  of  life  fcarce  trembling  thro'  the  vein. 

More  than  half-kilFd  by  hcneil:  truths,  which  fell. 

Thro'  thy  own  fault,  from  men  who  wilh'd  thee  well, 

Can'il  thou,  e'en  thus,  thy  thoughts  to  vengeance  give. 

And,  dead  to  all  things  elfj,  to  malice  live  ? 

Hence,  dotard,  to  thy  clofet,  lliut  thee  in. 

By  deep  repentance  wafli  away  thy  fm. 

From  haunts  of  men  to  ihame  and  forrov/  ily. 

And,  on  the  verge  of  death,  learn  hovy  to  die. 

Vain  exhortation  !   Waih  the  Ethiop  white, 
Difcharge  the  leopard's  fpots,  turn  day  to  night, 
Controul  the  courfe  of  Nature,  bid  the  deep 
Huili  at  thy  pigmy  voice  her  waves  to  lleep. 

Perform 
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Perform  things  pafling  ftrange,  yet  owfi  thyafl*^"^^^' 
Too  weak  to  work  a  change  m  fuch  a  hear^P^i^  ^^ 
That  Envv  which  was  Avoven  in  the  framed «''  <ouJ"U  / 
Ai  firll,  will  to  the  lail  remain  the  fam&:'  ^"'um  a/il 
Rtafon  may  droop,  may  die,  bat  Envy's  Tage  JnrfW 
improves  by  time,  and  gathers  ilrength  froma^.'O 
i?ome,  and  net  few,  vain  triflcrs  with  the  pen,  ■  '•'<^ 
Unread,  mipradis'd  in  the  ways  of  men,  '^ 

Tell  us  that  Envy,  v.'ho  vvith  giant  firide  ^^^  '•^•1 

Stalks  thro'  the  vale  of  life  by  Vu-tue's  fide,"'  ^^^  "^ 
Retreats  when  The  hath  drawn  her  lateli  breath. 
And  calmly  hears  her  praifes  after  death. 
To  fuch  cbfervcrs  Ilogarth  gives  the  lie  ; 
Worth  may  be  hears'd,  but  Envy  cannot  die  ; 
Within  the  manfion  of  his  gloomy  breaft, 
A  m.anfion  fuited  v/ell  to  fuch  a  gueil. 
Immortal,  unimpair'd  fne  rears  her  head, 
AvA  danins  alike  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Oft  have  I  known  thee,  Hogarth,  weak  and  vain, 
Thyfelf  the  idol  of  thy  aukward  ftrain. 
Thro'  the  dull  meafare  of  a  fammer's  day, 
\'\  phrafc  moft  vile,  prate  long  long  hours  away, 
V\'hilf:  friends  with  friends  all  gaping  fit,  and  gaze 
To  hear  a  Hogarth  babb:c  Hogarth's  praife. 
But  if  athwart  thee  interruption  came. 
And  mention'd  with  refpe<5l  fome  ancient's  name, 
^'cme  ancient's  name,  who  in  tl'ie  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  hxi  with  greateiL  honour  wore, 
Hovv  have  I  fcen  thy  coward  cheek  turn  pale. 


And  blank  confufion  feizc  thv  manj^Ied  tale 


IIow 
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How  hath  thy  jealoufy  to  madnefs  grown. 

And  decm'd  his  praile  injurious  to  thy  own  ! 

7'hcn  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  way. 

And  Arts  and  Artifls  all  became  thy  prey  ; 

Then  did'Jt  thou  trample  on  ellablifh'd  rules. 

And  proudly  levelPd  all  the  ancient  fchools, 

Condemn'd  thofe  work^,  with  praife  thro'  ages  grac'd. 

Which  you  had  never  feen,  or  could  not  tallc. 

^*   But  would  mankind  have  true  perfecfiion  fiiewn, 

■*'  It  mull  be  found  in  labours  cf  my  own. 

"  I  dare  to  challenge  in  one  fmgle  piece, 

"  Th'  united  force  of  Italy  and  Greece." 

Thy  eager  hand  the  curtain  then  undrew. 

And  brought  the  boalled  mafter-piece  to  view. 

Spare  thy  remarks — fay  not  a  fmgle  word — 

The  picture  fcen,  why  is  the  painter  heard  ? 

Call  not  up  ftiame  and  anger  in  our  cheeks ; 

Without  a  comment  Sigifmunda  fpeaks. 

Poor  Sigifmunda  !   what  a  fate  is  thine  ! 
Dryden,  the  great  High-Prieil:  of  all  the  Nine, 
Reviv'd  thy  name,  gave  what  a  i.Iufe  ccuid  give. 
And  in  his  numbers  bads  thy  mem'ry  live  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  fcft  fenfations,  which  might  m.ove 
And  warm  the  coldcil:  anchorite  to  love  ; 
Gave  thee  that  virtue  which  could  curb  defirc. 
Refine  and  confecrate  love's  headllrong  fire  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  griefs  v/hich  m^ade  the  Iroic  feel. 
And  call'd  compaffion  forth  from  hearts  of  ilecl ; 
Gave  thee  that  firmnefs  which  our  fex  may  fiiamc, 
And  make  Man  bow  to  Vv'onian's  juller  claim. 

So 
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So  that  oar  tears,  which  from  compamon  flow. 

Seem  to  debale  thy  digriiiy  of  woe. 

But  O,  how  much  unlike  !   how  fall'n  !  how  chang'd  I 

■How  much  from  Nature  and  herlelf  efcrang'd  ! 

How  totally  depriv'd  of  all  the  pow'rs 

To  fhew  her  feelings,  and  awaken  curs, 

,Doth  Sigifmunda  now  devoted  Hand, 

The  helplefs  vi£lim- of  a  Dauber's  hand  ! 

But  why,  my  Hogarth,  fuch  a  progrefs  m.ade. 
So  rare  a  pattern  for  the  fign-poit  trade, 
In  the  full  force  and  whirlwind  ef  thy  pride. 
Why  was  Hercic  painting  laid  alide  ? 
Why  is  it  not  refum'd  ?  Thy  friends  at  court. 
Men  all  in  place  and  pcw'r,  crave  thy  fupport ; 
Be. grateful  then  for  once,  and, -thro'  the  field 
Of  politics,  thy  Epic  pencil  wield. 
Maintain  the  caufe,  which  they,  good  lack  !   avow, 
Ar.d  would  maintain  too,  but  they  know  not  how. 

Thro'  ev'i-y  Pannel  let  thy  virtue  tell 
How  Bute  prevail'd.  How  Pitt  and  Ten^.ple  fell  ! 
How  England's  fens  (v.'hom  they  confpir'd  to  blefs 
Againil  our  will,  v/ith  infolent  fuccefs) 
Approve  their  nill,  and  with  addreifes  run. 
How  got,  God  knovvS,  to  hail  the  Scottifa  fun  I 
Feint  cut  our  fame  in  war,  when  vengeance,  hurl'd 
■From  the  f  rong  arm  of  Juftice,  llicckthe  world  ; 
Thine,  and  thy  country's  honour  to  encreafe. 
Point  out  the  honours  of  fucceeding  peace  j 
-Our  iiiodcration,  chriflian-like,  difplay, 
'^''A^w  what  we  Q:ot,  and  v/hat  we  ^-ave  awav. 

In 
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In  colours,  dull  and  heavy  as  the  tale,  ' 

Let  a  Srate-chcLOs  thro'  the  whole  prevail.  " 

But,  of  events  rcgardlefs,  whilft  the  Mufe,  '  "' 

Perhaps  with  too  much  hear,  her  theme  purfues  ; 
Whilft  her  quick  fplrits  roufe  at  Freedom's  call. 
And  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  is  turn'd  to  gall  ; 
Whilil  a  dear  country,  and  an  injur'd  friend. 
Urge  jny  (Irong  anger  to  the  bitt'reil  end  ; 
Whilll  honell:  trophies  to  revenue  arc  rais'd. 
Let  not  one  real  virtue  pafs  unprais'd  : 
Juftice  v/ith  equal  courib  bids  Satire  flow. 
And  loves  the  virtue  of  her  greateft  foe. 

O  !  that  I  here  could  that  rare  Mrtue  mean. 
Which  fcorns  the  rule  of  Envy,  Pride,  and  Spleen, 
Which  fprings  not  from  the  labour'd  works  of  Art, 
Uut  hath  its  rife  from  Nature  in  the  heart. 
Which  in  itfelf  with  happinefs  is  crown'd. 
And  fpreacs  v.ith  joy  the  blefling  all  around  ! 
Bat  Truih  forbids,  ar.d  in  tliefe  fimple  lays. 
Contented  with  a  dili*'rert  kind  of  praife, 
Muil:  Kogarth  Hand  :    that  praife  which  Genius  gives. 
In  which  to  latell  time  the  Jn/Jl  lives, 
But  not  the  Ma;: ;  which,  rightly  underftood, 
May  make  us  great,  but  cannot  make  us  good  ; 
'i'hat  praife  be  Hogarth's  ;  freely  let  him  wear 
'The  wreath  which  Genius  wove,  and  planted  there. 
Foe  as  I  am,  ihould  Envy  tear  it  down, 
Myfelf  would  labour  to  replace  the  crown. 

In  walks  of  humour,  in  that  call  of  ftyle. 
Which,  probing  to  the  quick,  yet  makes  us  fmile ; 

In 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  WILLIAM  HOGARTH.     109 

In  Comedy,  his  nat'ral  road  to  fame. 
Nor  let  me  call  it  by  a  meaner  name. 
Where  a  beginning,  middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  join'd  ;  where  parts  on  parts  depend. 
Each  made  for  each,  as  bodies  for  their  feu!. 
So  as  to  form  one  true  and  perfedl  whole. 
Where  a  plain  flory  to  the  eye  is  told. 
Which  we  conceive  the  moment  we  behold, 
Hogarth  unrivali'd  llands,  and  fhall  engage 
Unrivall'd  praife  to  the  moll:  diftant  age. 

How  could'il  thou  then  to  Ihame  perverfely  run. 
And  tread  that  path  which  Nature  bade  thee  fhun  : 
Why  did  Ambition  overleap  her  rules. 
And  thy  vail  parts  become  the  fport  of  fools  ? 
By  difF'rent  methods  diff 'rent  men  excel. 
But  where  is  he  who  can  do  ail  things  well? 
Humour  thy  province,  for  fome  monftrous  crime 
Pride  llruck  thee  with  the  phreriZy  of  S:'.hli7ne. 
But,  when  the  work  was  finilh'd,  cculd  thy  mind 
So  partial  be,  and  to  herfelf  fo  blind. 
What  with  contempt  all  viewM,  to  view  with  awe. 
Nor  fee  thofe  faults  which  ev'iy  blockhead  faw  ? 
Blufh,  thou  vain  man,  and  if  def.rc  of  f  ime. 
Founded  on  real  Art,  thy  thoughts  inflame. 
To  quick  dellrudlion  Sigifmunda  give. 
And  let  her  mem'ry  die,  that  thine  may  live. 

But  (liould  fond  Candour,  for  her  mercy  fake. 
With  pity  view,  and  pardon  this  millake ; 
Or  ihould  oblivion,  to  thy  wifli  moft  kind. 
Wipe  off  that  llain,  nor  leave  one  trace  bcliind ; 

Of 


no  CHURCHILL'?     r  O  E  M  S. 

Of  Arts  defpls^d,  of  Artifts  by  thy  frown 
A'lv^d  fyc7)i  jujl  hopes y  oi'  rifitig  <VJGrlh  kept  ^/oxtv/. 
Of  all  tliy  meannefs  thro'  this  mortal  race, 
Can'ii  thou  the  living  memory  erafe  ? 
Or  Ihail  not  vengeance  follow  to  the  grave. 
And  give  back  jufl  that  meafure  which  you  gave  ? 
With  fo  much  merit,  and  fo  much  fuccefs. 
With  fo  much  pow'r  to  curfe,  fo  much  to  blcfs 
Would  he  have  been  man's  friend  inftead  of  foe, 
Hogarth  had  been  a  little  God  below. 
Why  then,  like  favage  giants,  fam'd  of  old. 
Of  whom  in  fcripture  llory  v/e  are  told, 
Dofi  thou  in  cruelty  that  ib-ength  em.ploy, 
V*'"hich  Nature  meant  to  fave,  not  to  ddhcy  ? 
Why  dofr  tr.ou,  all  in  horrid  pomp  array'd. 
Sit  grinning  o'er  the  ruiuo  thou  hafc  made  ? 
Moil  rank  Ill-nature  muil  applaud  thy  art ; 
But  even  Candour  mull  condemn  thy  lieart. 

For  me,  who  v,»arm  and  zealous  ibr  my  friend. 
In  fpite  of  railing  thoufands,  will  commend. 
And,  no  lefs  warm  and  zealous  'gaiull  niy  foes. 
Spite  of  commending  thoulands,  will  oppofe, 
I  dare  thy  worfr,  with  fcom  behold  thy  rage. 
But  with  an  eye  of  pity  view  thy  age  j 
Thy  feeble  age,  in  which,  as  in  a  glafs. 
We  fee  how  men  to  difTolution  pafs. 
Thou  nxretched  Being,  whom,  on  Reafon's  plan. 
So  chang'd,  fo  loft,  I  cannot  call  a  man. 
What  could  perfuade  thee,  at  this  time  of  life. 
To  launch  afrcfh  into  the  f:a  of  llrifc  ? 

Better 
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Better  for  thee,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth, 

Almoil  as  much  a  child  as  at  thy  birth. 

To  have  refign'd  in  peace  thy  parting  breath,. 

And  funk  unnotic'd  in  the  arms  of  Death. 

Why  would  thy  gr^y,  grey  hairs  refentment  brave> 

Thus  to  go  down  with  forrow  to  the  grave  ? 

Novv',  by  my  foul,  it  makes  me  blufn  to  know 

My  fpirits  could  defcend  to  fuch  a  foe. 

Whatever  cnufe  the  vengeance  might  provoke. 

It  feems  rank  cowardice  to  give  the  Uroke. 

Sure  'tis  a  carfe  which  angry  Fates  impcfe. 
To  mortify  mart's  arrogance,  that  thofe 
Who're  fafnion'd  of  fome  better  fort  of  clay,. 
Pvluch  fconer  than  the  common  herd  decay. 
What  bitter  pangs  mull  humble  Genius  fed. 
In  their  laft  hours,  to  view  a  Swift  and  Steele  ? 
Hew  muil  ill-boding  horrors  iill  her  breafr. 
When  ilie  beholds  men,  mark'd  above  the  reil 
For  qualities  moll  dear,  plung'd'frcm  that  height. 
And  funk,  deep  funk,  in  fecond  childhood's  night  ? 
Are  men,  indeed,  fach  things,  and  are  the  beil 
?4ore  fubject  to  this  evil,  than  the  reil. 
To  drivel  out  whole  years  of  ideot  breath. 
And  fit  the  monuments  of  living  death  ? 
O,  galling  clrcamftance  to  hum^an  pride  ! 
Abafm.g  thought,  but  not  to  be  denied  1 
V/ith  curious  art  the  brain  too  finely  wrought, 
Preys  on  herfdf,  and  is  deilroy'd  by  thought. 
Ccnftant  attention  wears  the  adtive  mind. 
Blots  out  her  pow'rs  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 

But 
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But  let  not  youth,  to  iniblence  rJIled, 

In  heat  of  bleed,  in  full  career  of  pride, 

Poffefs'd  of  Genius,  with  unhallovv'd  r:\ge. 

Mock  the  infirmities  of  rev'rend  age. 

The  greateft  Genius  to  this  fate  may  bow ; 

Reynolds,  in  time,  may  be  like  Hogarth  now. 
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BOOK    I. 

^  7  I  T  H  eager  fearch  to  dart  the  foul, 
Curioufly  vain,  from  pole  to  polea . 
And  from  the  planets  wand'ring  fpheres 
T'  extort  the  number  of  our  years. 
And  whether  all  ihcfe  years  fhall  flow 
Serenely  fmooth,  and  free  from  woe. 
Or  rude  misfortune  fhall  deform 
Our  life,  with  one  continual  fiorm; 
Or  if  the  fcene  Ihall  motley  be. 
Alternate  joy  and  mifery  ; 
Is  a  defire,  which,  more  or  kfs. 
All  men  m.ull  feel,  tho'  few  confefs,  . 
Hence,  ev'ry  place  and  cv'ry  age 
Affords  fubfiflence  to  the  fage. 
Who,  free  from  this  world,  and  its  careS;, , 
Holds  an  acquaintariCe  V/ith  the  fiars. 

Vol.  LXVI.  1  F^-cx^ 


XT4  CHURCHILL'S    POEMS. 

From  whom  he  gains  intelligence 
Of  things  to  come  fome  ages  hence^ 
Which  unto  friends,  at  eafy  rates. 
He  readily  communicates. 

At  its  firlt  rife,  which  all  agree  on. 
This  noble  fcience  was  Chaldean, 
That  ancient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  upon  the  mountain's  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  ftars,  obferv'd  their  motions. 
And  fuck'd  in  aflrologic  notions. 
Which  they  fo  eagerly  purfue, 
a'^s  folks  are  apt  whate'er  is  new. 
That  things  below  at  random  rove, 
V/hilH  they're  confulting  things  above; 
And  when  they  now  fo  poor  were  grown. 
That  they'd  no  houfes  of  their  own. 
They  made  bold  with  their  friends  the  ftars. 
And  prudently  made  ufe  of  theirs. 

To  Egypt  from  Chaldee  it  travell'd, 
And  Fate  at  Mem.phis  v/as  unravell'd  : 
Th'  exotic  Science  foon  ftruck  root. 
And  fiourilh'd  into  high  repute. 
Each  learned  prieit,  O  firarge  to  tell  ! 
Could  circles  make,  and  call  a  fpell ; 
Could  read  and  write,  anjd  taught  the  Hviticn 
The  holy  art  of  Divination, 
y.'oblcs  themfelves,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  Nobles  was  r.o  crime. 
Could  talk  as  learned  as  the  priell. 
And  prophefy  as  much  at  leiirt. 


Henc; 
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Hence  all  the  fortune-telling  crew, 

Whofe  crafty  fkill  mars  Nature's  hue. 

Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  fmirch'd  face. 

Run  up  and  dov/n  from  place  to  place. 

To  gratify  their  friends'  defires. 

From  Bampiield  Carew  to  Moll  Squires, 

Are  rightly  term'd  Egyptians  all  ; 

Whom  we,  miftaking,   Gipfies  call. 
The  Grecian  Sages  borrow'd  this. 

As  they  did  other  I'ciences, 

From  fertile  Egypt,  tho'  the  Icaa 

They  had  not  honeil:y  to  own. 

Dodona's  oaks,  infpir'd  by  Jove, 

A  learned  and  prophetic  grove, 
Turn'd  vegetable  Necromancers, 

And  to  ail  comers  gave  their  anAvers  ; 

At  Delphos,  to  x^pollo  dear. 

All  men  the  voice  of  Fate  might  hear  ; 

Each  fabtle  prieft  on  three-leo^j;'d  ftool. 

To  take  in  wife  men,  play'd  the  fool. 

A  myflery,  fo  made  for  gain. 

E'en  now  in  faiaion  mull  remain. 

Enthufiafls  never  will  let  ^jrop 

W^hat  brings  fuch  bufmefs  to  their  flicp, 

And  that  great  faint  we  Whitefield  call. 

Keeps  up  the  Humbug  Spiritual.' 

Am.cng  the  Rcm.aRs,  not  a  bird 
Without  a  prophecy  was  heard  ; 
Fortunes  of  empires  often  hung 
On  the  magician  magpie's  tongue, 

I  2  An^ 
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And  ev'ry  crow  was  to  the  ftate 

A  fare  interpreter  of  Fate. 

Prophets,  embodied  in  a  College, 

(Time  out  of  mind  your  kzt  of  knowledge. 

For  Genius  never  fruit  can  bear 

Unlefs  it  firft  is  planted  there. 

And  folid  learning  never  falls 

Witiiout  the  verge  of  College  walls) 

Infallible  accounts  would  keep 

When  it  was  belt  to  v/atch  or  fleep. 

To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  cr  ftay. 

And  when  to  fight  cr  run  away  ; 

When  matters  were  for  aftion  ripe. 

By  looking  at  a  ^oul;le  tripe  ; 

When  Em>perors  would  live  or  die, 

I'hcy  in  an  JjVi  fcvll  could  fpy  ; 

When  gen'rals  would  their  ftation  keep. 

Or  turn  their  backs,  in  hearts  ofjieep. 

In  matters,  whether  fmall  or  great. 

In  private  families  or  ftate. 

As  amongil  us,  the  holy  Seer 

Olucioufly  would  interfere. 

With  pious  arts  and  rev'rend  fkill 

W^ould  bend  Lay  Bigots  to  his  wiil. 

Would  help  or  injure  foes  or  friends, 

J  nil  as  it  ferv'd  his  private  ends. 

Wnether  in  honeft  way  of  trade. 

Traps  for  virginity  v/ere  laid. 

Or  if,  to  make  their  party  great, 

Pcfigns  v,'erc  fcrm'd  r.gainU  ;he  State, 

Rcijardlefs 
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Regardlefs  of  the  common  weal. 
By  int'reft  led,  which  they  call  zeal. 
Into  the  fcale  was  always  thrown 
The  win  of  Heav'n  to  back  their  ozvn. 

England,  a  happy  land  we  know. 
Where  follies  naturally  grow  ; 
Where  without  culture  they  arife. 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  fize  ; 
England  a  fortune-telling  hofl. 
As  num'rous  as  the  ftars,  could  boall ; 
Matrons,  who  tofs  the  cup,  and  fee 
The  grounds  of  Fate  in  grounds  of  Tea  ; 
Who  vers'd  in  ev'ry  modeft  lore. 
Can  a  lofl  maidenhead  rellore. 
Or,  if  their  pupils  rather  chufe  it, 
Can  fhew  the  readieil  way  to  lofe  it ; 
Gypfies,  who  ev'ry  ill  can  cure. 
Except  the  ill  of  being  poor  ; 
Who  charms  'gainft  Love  and  Agues  fell. 
Who  can  in  hen-roolc  fet  a  fpell, 
Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  bell  known. 
To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own  ; 
Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it. 
As  eafilv  as  pick  a  pocket ; 
Scotchmen  who,  in  their  country's  right, 
PofTcfs  the  gift  of  /ecoud-Jjg.bf, 
Who  (when  their  barren  heaths  they  quit. 
Sure  argument  of  pi'iidetit  wit. 
Which  reputation  to  maintain. 
They  never  venture  back  again) 

I  %  Bv 
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By  lyes  prophetic  heap  up  riches. 
And  boalt  the  luxury  of  breeches. 

Among  ft  the  reft,  in  former  years, 
Campbell,  illuftrious  name,  appears. 
Great  hero  of  futurity, 
\Mio  blind  comIA  ev'ry  l\\mgfore/fe^ 
Who  dianb  coald  ev'ry  t\imgforetelly 
Who,  Fate  with  equity  to  fell. 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Heaven 
According  to  what  price  was  given. 

Of  Scottiili  race,  in  Highlands  born, 
Poftefs'd  with  native  pride  and  fcorn. 
He  hither  came,  by  cuftom  led. 
To  curfe  the  hands  which  gave  him  bread. 
With  want  of  truth,  and  want  cf  fenfe. 
Amply  made  up  by  impudence, 
{^A/ucccdancum,  which  we  find 
In  common  ufe  with  all  mankind) 
Carefs'd  and  favour'd  too  by  thofe, 
\\'hofe  heart  with  patriot  feelings  glows  ; 
Who  foolilhly,  where'er  difpers'd. 
Still  place  their  native  country  firft  ; 
(For   Englifhmen  alone  have  fenfe. 
To  give  Tijiranger  preference, 
V\1ulft  modeft  ir.erit  of  their  own 
Is  left  in  poverty  to  groan) 
Campbell  foretold  juli  whar  he  wou'd. 
And  left  the  ftars  to  make  it  good ; 
On  whom  he  had  imprefs'd  fuch  awe. 
His  dictates  current  pafs'd  for  law  ; 


Sub 
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Submiffive  all  his  empire  own'd  ; 

No  Irar  darlt  fmile,  when  Campbell  frown'd. 

This  Sage  deceas'd.  for  all  muft  die. 
And  Campbell's  no  more  fafe  than  I, 
No  more  than  I  can  guard  the  heart. 
When  Death  fliall  hurl  the  fatal  dart. 
Succeeded,  ripe  in  art  and  years, 
Jnoiher  fav'rite  of  the  fpheres  ', 
Another  and  another  came. 
Of  equal  fkill,  and  equal  fame  ; 
As  white  each  wand,  as  black  each  gown. 
As  long  each  beard,  as  wife  each  frown  j 
In  ev'ry  thing  fo  like,  you'd  fvvear, 
Campbell  himfelf  was  fitting  there. 
To  all  the  happy  Art  w^as  known. 
To  tell  ot'.r  fortunes,  make  their  o--v:n* 

Seated  in  garret,  for  you  know. 
The  nearer  to  the  Hars  we  go. 
The  greater  we  elleem  his  art. 
Fools  curious  flock'd  from  ev'ry  part. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  maid,  the  m.arried. 
And  thofe  who  could  not  walk,  were  carried. 

The  Butler,  hanging  down  his  head. 
By  chatnhcr-tnald,  or  cook-maid  Xzdi, 
Enquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  Moon, 
He  has  advice  of  pilfer'd  fpoon. 

The  Court-bred  Woman  of  Condition 
(Who,  to  approve  her  difpofition 
As  much  fuperior  as  her  birth 
I'o  thofe  compos'd  of  common  earth, 

1  4  Witli 
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With  double  fpirit  mull  engage 
In  ev'ry  folly  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  arts  would  buy. 
To  pack  the  cards,  and  cog  a  die. 

The  Hero  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  honourable  place 
Amonglt  the  chiefs  of  Butcher- K.oi.'j, 
Who  might  fome  thirty  years  ago. 
If  we  may  be  allow'd  to  guefs 
At  his  employment  by  his  drefs, 
Fut  med'cines  oiF  from  cart  or  llage. 
The  grand  ,Tofcano  of  the  age. 
Or  might  about  the  countries  go. 
High- steward  of  a  puppet-fhevv, 
Stenxard  and  Ste^JuardJhip  mcfi  meet. 
For  all  knovj  pu^ppets  ne-ver  cat  ; 
Who  would  be  thcught.  (tho',  fave  the  markj 
That  point  is  fomething  in  the  dark) 
The  Man  of  Honour,  one  like  thofe 
Renown'd  in  ftory,  who  lov'd  blows 
Better  than  viftuals,  and  would  fight. 
Merely  for '  fpcrt,  from  morn  to  night ; 
Who  treads  like  Mavors  firm,  whofe  tongue 
Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung  ; 
Who  cries  to  Fear— Stand  off— aloof— 
And  talks  as  he  were  cannon-proof; 
Would  be  deem'd  ready,  when  you  liil. 
With  fword  and  pifloi,  iHck  and  fiil, 
Carelefs  of  points,  balls,  brulfes,  knocks, 
.At  once  to  fence,  fire,  cudgel,  ba\'. 


Uui. 
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But  at  the  fame  time  bears  about. 
Within  himfelf,  fome  touch  of  doubt. 
Of  prudent  doubt,  which  hints — that  fam.c 
Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  ; 
That  life  is  rightly  anderilood 
By  all  to  be  a  real  good  ; 
That,  even  in  a  Hero's  heart, 
Difcretion  is  the  better  part  ; 
'I  hat  this  fame  Honour  may  be  won. 
And  yet  no  kind  of  danger  run) 
Like  Drugger  comes,  that  magic  pow'rs 
May  afcertaiu  his-AvcT/fv  hours. 
For  at  fome  hours  the  fickle  dame 
Whom  Fortune  properly  we  name, 
Who  ne'er  confiders  wrong  or  right. 
When  wanted  moiVplays  leaft  in  fight. 
And,  like  a  modern  Couri-bred\^x.y 
Leaves  her  chief  fav'rites  in  a  tilt. 
Some  hours  there  are,  wlien  from  the  heart 
■  Courage  into  fome  other  part. 
No  matter  wherefore,  makes  retreat. 
And  fear  ufurps  the  vacant  feat ; 
'Wh^TiZQ  planet -J}ruck  we  often  find 
Stuarts  and  Sackvilles  of  mankind. 

Farther  he'd  know   (and  by  his  art 
A  conjuror  can  that  impart) 
Whether  politer  it  is  rcckon'd 
I'o  have  or  not  to  have  a  fecond. 
To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 
To  make  the  danger  all  their  ov.n  ; 

Whether 
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Vv'hcther  repletion  is  not  bad. 
And  iighters  with  full  llomachs  mad ; 
Whether  before  he  feeks  the  plain. 
It  were  not  well  to  breathe  a  vein  ; 
V.'hether  a  gentle  falivation. 
Confidently  with  reputation. 
Might  not  of  precious  ufe  be  found, 
Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound. 
But  to  prevent  the  confequence 
Which  oftentimes  aiifes  thence, 
Thofe  fevers,  which  the  patient  urge  on 
To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  furgeon  ; 
Whether  a  wind  at  eaft  or  well 
Is  for  green  wounds  accounted  bell ; 
Whether  (was  he  to  chufe)  his  mouth 
Should  point  towards  the  north  or  fouth ; 
"Whether  more  (cifdy  he  might  ufe. 
On  thefe  occafions,  pumps  or  ihoes  ; 
Whether  it  better  is  to  fight 
By/uf2-j7jine,  or  by  candle-light  j 
Or  (left  a  candle  Ihouid  appear 
Too  mean  to  lliine  in  fuch  a  fph«re. 
For  who  would  of  a  candle  tell 
To  light  a  hero  into  hell, 
And  leil  the  Sun  fliould  partial  rife 
To  dazzle  one  or  t'  other's  eyes. 
Or  one  or  t'  other's  brains  to  fcorch) 
Might  not  Dame  Luna  hold  a  torch  ? 
Thefe  points  with  dignity  difcufs'd. 
And  gravely  hx'd,  a  tafk  which  muit 


Require 
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Require  no  little  time  and  pains. 

To  make  our  hearts  friends  with  our  brains 

The  Ma7i  of  War  wo^ld  next  engage 

The  kind  affifcance  of  the  Sage, 

Some  previous  method  to  dirett. 

Which  fhould  make  thefc  of  none  efrecl. 

Could  he  not,  from  the  myllic  fchool 
Of  Art,  produce  fome  facred  rule. 
By  which  a  knowledge  might  be  got, 
Whether  men  valiant  were,  or  not. 
So  he  that  challenges  might  write 
Only  to  thofe  who  vv'ould  not  iight  ? 

Or  could  lie  not  fome  way  difpenfe. 
By  help  of  which  (without  offence 
To  Honour,  v.hofe  nice  nature's  fuch, 
^at  fcarce  endures  the  flightell  touch) 
When  he  for  want  of  t'  other  rule 
Miflakes  his  man,  and,  like  a  fool. 
With  fome  vain  fighting  blade  gets  in, 
Ke  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  fhould  fome  Dsmon  lay  a  fcheme 
To  drive  him  to  the  lall  extreme. 
So  that  he  muft  confefs  his  fears. 
In  mercy  to  his  ncfe  and  ears. 
And  like  a  prudent  recreant  knight. 
Rather  do  any  thing  than  fight. 
Could  he  not  fome  expedient  buy 
To  keep  his  fhame  from  public  eye  ? 
For  well  he  held,  and  men  review. 
Nine  in  ten  hold  the  maxim  too. 


That 
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That  Honour's  like  a  maidcji-heady 
Which  if  in  private  brought  to  bed. 
Is  none  the  worfe,  but  walks  the  town. 
Ne'er  loll:,  until  the  lofs  be  known. 

The  Parfon  too  (for  now  and  then 
Parfons  are  juft  like  other  men. 
And  here  and  there  zgra'-ue  Divine 
Has  pafiions  fuch  as  your's  or  mine) 
Burning  with  holy  lull  to  know 
When  fate  preferment  will  beftow, 
'Fraid  of  detedlion,  not  of  fm. 
With  circumfpeftion  fneaking  in 
To  Conyrovy  as  he  does  to  (inhere. 
Thro'  fomc  bye -alley,  or  back-door. 
With  the  fame  caution  orthodox 
Confults  they?^rj,  and  gets  a  pcx. 

The  Citizen,  in  fraud  grov»n  old. 
Who  knows  no  Deity  but  Gold, 
Worn  out,  and  gafping  now  for  breath, 
A  med'cine  wants  to  keep  oiF  death  ; 
Would  know,  if  That  he  cannot  have. 
What  coins  are  current  in  the  grave ; 
If,  when  the  flocks   (which  by  his  povv'r 
Would  rife  or  fall  in  half  an  hour. 
For,  tho'  unthought  of  and   unfeen. 
He  work'd  the  fprings  behind  the  fcreen) 
By  his  direftions  came  about. 
And  rcfe  to  par^  he  Ihould  f-11  out  ; 
Whether  he  fafely  might,   or  no. 
Replace  it  in  the  funds  biU-^K, 
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By  all  addrefs'd,  believ'd,  and  paid. 
Many  purfa'd  the  thriving  trade. 
And,  great  in  reputation  grow  n, 
Succeffive  held  the  Magic  throne. 
Favour'd  by  ev'ry  darling  paffion. 
The  love  of  novelty  and  fafhion. 
Ambition,  Av'rice,  Lufr,  and  Pride, 
Richer  pour'd  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
But  when  ^^  prudent  lavs's  thought  fit 
To  curb  this  infolence  of  Vv'it ; 
When  Senates  wifely  had  provided. 
Decreed,  enadled,  and  decided. 
That  no  fuch  vile  and  upftart  elves 
Should  have  more  knowledge  than  themfelves ; 
V.'hen  fines  and  penalties  were  laid 
To  Hop  the  progrefs  of  the  trade, 
-And  ftars  no  longer  could  difpenfe. 
With  hoiiov/ry  farther  influence. 
And  Wizards  (which  muft  be  confefl 
Was  of  more  force  than  all  the  reit) 
No  certam  way  to  tell  had  got. 
Which  were  informers,  and  which  not ; 
Affrighted  Sages  were,  perforce, 
Oblig'd  to  lleer  fome  other  courfe. 
By  various  ways,  thefc  Sons  of  Chance 
Their  fortunes  labour'd  to  advance. 
Well  knowing,  by  unerring  rules. 
Knaves  llarve  not  in  the  Land  of  Fools, 
Some,  with  high  titles  and  degrees. 
Which  v.'ife  men  borrow  when  they  pleafe. 

Without 
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Without  or  trouble  or  expence, 

Phyficians  inflantly  commence. 

And  proudly  boaft  an  equal  fkill 

With  thofe  who  claim  the  right  to  kill. 
Others  about  the  countries  roam, 

(For  not  One  thought  of  going  home) 

With  piiloi  and  adopted  leg 

Prepar'd  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 

Some,  the  mere  Tubtle  oi  their  race, 

(V/ho  felt  feme  touch  of  co-Lvard  grace. 

Who  Tyburn  to  avoid  had  wit. 

But  never  fcar'd  defcrving  it) 

Came  to  their  krcthtr  Smollet's  aid, 

And  carried  on  the  Critic  trade. 

Attach'd  to  Letters  and  the  Mufc, 
Some  ^  0,1  izi  wrote,  2S.^  fznu  wrote  news; 
Thafe  each  revolving  month  are  feeU) 
The  heroes  of  a  Ma7a%i}:e  ; 
Tbe/e,  ev'ry  morning,  great  appear 
In  Ledger,  or  in  Gazetteer  ; 
Spreading  the  falfhoods  of  the  day 
By  turns  for  Faden  and  for  Say ; 
Like  Sv/ifs,  their  force  is  always  laid 
On  that  fide  where  they  befc  are  paid. 
Hence  mighty  prodigies  arife. 
And  daily  Pvlcnllers  ftrike  our  eyes ; 
Wonders y  to  propagate  the  trade. 
More  flrange  than  ever  Baker  made. 
Are  havvk'd  about  from  ftreet  to  flreet. 
And  Fools  believe,  whilft  Liars  eat. 


Now 
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Now  armies  in  the  air  engage. 
To  fright  a  fuperilitious  age  ; 
Now  comets  thro'  the  asther  range. 
In  governments  portending  change  ; 
Now  rivers  to  the  ocean  fiy 
So  quick  they  leave  their  channels  dry  ; 
Now  monirrous  whales  on  Lambeth  fliore 
Drink  the  Thames  dry,  and  thirll  for  more  ; 
And  ev'ry  now  and  then  appears 
An  Iriih  favage  numb'ring  years 
More  than  thofe  happy  fages  cou'd. 
Who  drew  their  breath  before  the  Flood. 
Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 
A  church  is  left  without  2.Jic£pk  ; 
Ajheple  now  is  left  in  lurch. 
And  mourns  departure  of  the  church, 
Which,  borne  on  wings  of  mighty  wind, 
Remov'd  a  furlon<j  off  we  find. 
Now,  wrath  on  cattle  to  difcharge, 
Hail-rtones  as  deadly  fall,  and  large 
As  thofe  which  were  on  Egypt  fent. 
At  once  their  crime  and  punilhment ; 
Or  thofe  which,  as  the  Prophet  writes. 
Fell  on  the  necks  of  Amorites, 
When,  ftruck  with  wonder  and  amaze. 
The  Sun  fufpended,  ftay'd  to  gaze. 
And,  from  her  duty  longer  kept. 
In  Ajalon  Mu  Jijler  flept. 

But  if  fuch  things  no  more  engage 
The  talle  of  a  politer  age. 

To 
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To  help  them  out  in  time  of  need 

Another  Tofts  mult  rabbits  breed. 

Each  pregnant  female  trembling  hears. 

And,  overcome  with  fpleen  and  fears, 

Confults  her  faithful  glafs  no  more. 

But  madly  bounding  o'er  the  fioor. 

Feels  hairs  all  o'er  her  body  grov/. 

By  Fancy  turn'd  into  a  doe. 

Now  to  promote  their  pri/ate  ends. 

Nature  her  ufual  courfe  fufpends. 

And  varies  from  the  flated  plan, 

Obferv'd  e'er  fince  the  world  began. 

Bodies  (which  fooliflily  we  thought. 

By  cuflom's  fervile  maxims  taught. 

Needed  a  regular  fupply. 

And  without  nouriihmcnt  muft  die) 

With  craving  appetites  and  fenfe 

Gi'  hunger  eafily  difpenfe. 

And,  pliant  to  their  wond'rous  fkill. 

Are  taught,  like  'watches^  to  Hand  '^i^ 

Uninjured,   for  a  month  or  more  ; 

The7i  go  on  as  they  did  before. 

The  novel  takes,  the  tale  fucceeds. 

Amply  fupplies  its  author's  needs. 

And  Betty  Canning  is  at  leafl. 

With  Gafcoyne's  help,  a  fix  months  fcall. 

Whilil  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains. 
The  tyrant  Superllition  reigns 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  man. 
And  warps  hio  thoughts  from  Nature's  plan  : 

Whim 
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Whilfl  fond  Credality,  who  ne'er 

The  weight  of  wholefome  doubts  could  bear, 

To  Reafon  and  herfelf  unjuil. 

Takes  all  things  blindly  up  on  truu  ; 

Vi'hiliL  Curioiity,  whofe  rage 

No  mercy  fhews  to  fex  or  age, 

Muft  be  indulged  at  the  expence 

Of  yudgmc'dti  Truikj  and   Commcn  Sefife  ; 

Impcilures  cannot  but  prevail. 

And  when  old  miracles  grow  Hale, 

Jugglers  will  ftill  the  art  purfae. 

And  entertain  the  world  with  heiv. 

For  Them,  obedient  to  their  will. 
And  trembling  at  their  mighty  ikill. 
Sad  Spirits,  fummon'd  from  the  tomb. 
Glide  glaring  ghailly  thro'  the  glcom. 
In  all  the  ufual  pomp  of  fiorms. 
In  horrid  cufiomary  forms, 
A  Wolf,  a  Bear,  a  Horfe,  an  Apq, 
As  Fear  and  Fancy  give  them  fhape 
'j  crmented  with  defpair  and  pain. 
They  roar,  they  yeil,  and  clank  the  chain» 
Folly  and  Guilt  (for  Guilt,  howe'er 
The  face  of  courage  it  may  wear. 
Is  Hill  a  coward  at  the  heart) 
At  fear-created  phantoms  Hart. 
The  Pricft,  that  very  word  implies 
That  he's  both  innocent  and  wife. 
Yet  fears  to  travel  in  the  dark, 
Unleis  eicortcd  by  his  Clerk. 

Vol.  LXVr.  K  Bw 
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But  let  not  ev'ry  bungler  deem 
Tco  lightly  of  fo  deep  a  fcheme  : 
For  reputation  of  the  Jrt, 
Each  Ghofl  mull:  zdi  a  proper  pnrt, 
Obferve  Dccoru7n\  needful  grace. 
And  keep  the  laws  of  Time  and  Place, 
Muil  change,   with  happy  vanation, 
Kis  manners  with  his  fituation  ; 
What  in  the  country  might  pals  down. 
Would  be  impertinent  in  town. 
No  Spirit  of  difcretion  here 
Can  think  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 
'Twill  ferve  the  purpofe  more  by  half 
To  make  the  congregation  laugh. 
We  want  ro  enligns  of  furprize. 
Locks  ftiif  with  gore,  and  fawccr  e}'cs ; 
Give  us  an  entertaining  Sprite, 
Gentle,  familiar,  and  polite. 
One  who  appears  in  fuch  a  form 
As  might  an  holy  hermit  warm. 
Or  who  on  former  fchemco  refines. 
And  only  talks  by  founds  and  ligns. 
Who  will  not  to  the  eye  appear. 
But  pays  her  vilits  to  the  ear. 
And  knocks  fo  gently,  'twould  not  f  iglit 
A  lady  in  the  darkell  night. 
Such  is  our  Fanny,  whole  goodwill. 
Which  cannot  in  the  grave  lie  illll. 
Brings  her  on  earth  to  entertain 
Her  friends  and  lovers  in  Cock-Lane. 

E.ND     Cr     TIIL     FIRST     BOOfC. 
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A  SACRED  ftandard  rule  we  find. 
By  Poets  held  time  cut  of  mind^ 
7'o  cfrer  at  Apollo's  flirine. 
And  call  en  One,  or  All  the  Nine. 

This  cuilom,  thro'  a  kigot  zeal. 
Which  Moderns  oi  fine  tafie  muft  feel 
For  thofe  vsho  wrote  in  days  of  ycre, 
A.dopted  itands  like  many  more, 
Tho'  ev'ry  caufe,  which  then  confpir'd 
To  make  it  pradis'd  and  admir'd,  ' 
Yielding  to  Tim.e's  dellructlve  ccuife. 
For  ages  paft  hath  loft  its  force. 

With  a-ncient  bards,  an  Invocation    . 
Was  a  true  adt  of  adoration. 
Of  worlhip  an  efTential  part. 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  art. 
Of  paltry  reading  a  parade, 
A  dull  folemnity  in  trade, 
A  pious  fever,  taught  to  burn 
An  hour  or  two^  to  ferve  a  turn. 

They  talk'd  not  of  Caualian  Springs, 
By  way  of  faying /r^"//>'  things y 
As  ^jce  drefs  out  our  flimfy  rimes  ; 
'Twas  the  Religion  of  the  times, 

K  2  And 
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And  they  believ'd  that  holy  ftream 
With  greater  force  made  Fancy  teem, 
Reckon'd  by  all  a  true  fpecific 
To  make  the  barren  brain  prolific  : 
Thus  Romi(h  Church  (a  fcheme  which  bean 
Not  half  fo  much  excufe  as  theirs) 
Since  Faith  implicitly  hath  taught  her. 
Reveres  the  force  of  Holy  Water. 

The  Pagan  Syflem,  whether  true 
Or  falfe,  its  ftrength,  like  buildings y  drew 
From  many  parts  difpos'd  to  bear. 
In  one  great  Whole,  their  proper  fhare. 
Each  God  of  eminent  degree 
"'o  fome  vail  beam  compar'd  might  be ;. 
Each  Godling  was  a  peg,  or  rather 
A  cramp,  to  keep  the  bea?/is  together  ; 
And  man  as  fafely  might  pretend 
From  Jove  the  thunder-bolt  to  rend. 
As  with  an  impious  pride  afpire 
To  rob  Apollo  of  his  lyre. 

With  fettled  faith  and  pious  awe, 
Eilabliflrd  by  the  voice  of  law, 
Then  Poets  to  the  Mufes  came. 
And  from  their  altars  caught  the  flame^ 
Genius,  with  Phcebus  for  his  guide, 
"^J'he  Mufe  afceriding  by  his  fide. 
With  tow'ring  pinions  dar'd  to  foar. 
Where  eye  could  fcarcely  ftrain  before. 

But  why  fhould  "Wc,  who  cannot  feel 
Thcfe  glowings  of  a  Pagan  zeal. 
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That  wild  enthujtajiic  force. 

By  which,  above  her  common  courfe. 

Nature  in  extacy  up-borne, 

Look'd  down  on  earthly  things  v/ith  fcorn  ; 

Who  have  no  more  regard,  'tis  known. 

For  tkeir  religion  than  our  on.vn. 

And  feel  not  half  To  fierce  a  flame 

At  Clio's  as  at  Pilher's  name  ; 

Who  know  thefe  hosi^y-tdi  /acred J}reams 

Were  mere  romantic  idle  dreams. 

That  Thames  has  waters  clear  as  thofe 

Which  on  the  top  of  Pindus  rofe. 

And  that  the  Fancy  to  refine. 

Water's  not  half  fo  good  as  wine  9 

Who  knoujy  if  profit  ftrikes  our  eye. 

Should  we  drink  Helicon  quite  dry, 

Th'  whole  fountain  v/ould  not  thither  lead 

So  foon  as  one  poor  jug  from  Tweed  ; 

Whoy  if  to  raife  poetic  fire. 

The  pcw'r  of  beauty  we  require. 

In  any  public  place  can  view 

More  than  the  Grecians  ever  knew ; 

if  Wit  into  the  fcale  is  thrown. 

Can  boail:  a  Lennox  of  our  own  ; 

Why  Ciould  -xc'£'  fervile  cufloms  chufe. 

And  court  an  antiquated  Mufc  ? 

No  matter  why— to  aCc  a  rcajln. 

In  Pedant  Bigotry  is  treafon. 

In  the  broad,  beaten,  turnpike-road 
Of  hackneyed  Panegyric  Ode, 

K  3  No 
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No  Modem  Poet  dares  to  ride 

Without  Apollo  by  his  fide. 

Nor  in  a  Son?iet  take  the  air, 

Unlefs  his  Lady  Mufe  be  there. 

She,  from  fome  Amaranthint  grove. 

Where  little  Loves  and  Graces  rove. 

The  laurel  to  viy  Lord  muft  bear. 

Or  garlands  make  for  ivhores  to  wear ; 

She,  with  foft  elegiac  verfe, 

Muft  grace  fome  7mghty  'villain''^  hearfe  ; 

Or  for  fome  i7ifanty  dcom'd  by  Fate 

To  wallow  in  a  large  eftate. 

With  rimes  the  cradle  muft  adorn. 

To  tell  the  world  a/oo/ is  born. 

Since  then  our  Critic  Lords  expc(fl 
No  hardy  Poet  fhould  rejcd 
Eftablifli'd  maxims,  or  prefume 
To  place  much  better  in  tlieir  room. 
By  nature  fearful,  I  fubmit. 
And  in  this  dearth  of  Senfe  and  Wit, 
With  nothing  dene,  and  liitle  J'aid, 
(By  wild  excurfive  Fancy  led. 
Into  a  Second  Book  thus  far. 
Like  fome.  unwary  traveller., 
Whom  varied  fcenes  of  wood  and  lawn. 
With  treacherous  delight,  have  drawn  ; 
Deluded  from  his  purpos'd  way, 
Whom  ev'ry  ficp  leads  more  aftray  ; 
Who  gazing  round  can  no  where  fpy. 
Or  houfe,  or  friendly  cottage  nigh. 


An4 


T  K  E      G  H  O  S  T.  135 

And  refolution  feems  to  lack 

To  venture  forward  or  go  back) 

Invoke  fome  Goddefs  to  defcend. 

And  hslp  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

Tho'  ccnfcious  Arrow  all  the  while 

Hears  the  petition  with  a  fmile. 

Before  the  glafs  her  charms  unfolds. 

And  in  herfelf  My  Mufe  beholds. 

Truth,  Goddefs  of  celeilial  birth. 
But  little  lov'd,  or  known  on  earth, 
Whofe  pow'r  but  feldom  rules  the  heart, 
Whofe  name,  with  hypocritic  art. 
An  errant  ilalking-horfe  is  made* 
A  fiug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade. 
An  inllrument  convenient  grown 
To  plant,   more  firmly,  Falfhood's  throne. 
As  rebels  varniili  o'er  their  caufe 
With  fpeclous  colouring  of  laws,  ^ 

K^A  pious  traitors  draw  the  knife 
In  the  King's  name  againil  his  life  ; 
\\"hether  (from  cities  far  away. 
Where  Z)-^//.'/  2iKA  faljhood  fcorn  thy  fvvay) 
The  faithful  nymph's  and  Hiepherd's  pride. 
With  Love  and  Virtue  by  thy  fide, 
Yo  ur  hours  in  harmlefs  joys  are  fpent 
Amongil  the  children  of  Content ; 
Or,  fond  of  gaiety  and  fport, 
You  tread  the  round  of  England's  Court  ; 
Howe'er  my  Lord  may  frowning  "^o^ 
And  treat  the  jJranger  as  a  foe, 

K  4  Sure 
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Sure  to  be  found  a  welcome  gueft 
In  George's  and  in  Charlotte's  bread  ; 
If,  in  the  giddy  hours  of  youth. 
My  conilant  foul  adher'd  to  Trudi ; 
If,  from  the  time  I  firft  wrote  Man, 
I  ftill  purfu'd  thy  facred  plan. 
Tempted  by  interelt  in  vain 
To  wear  luean  FalP.iood's  golden  chain ; 
If,  for  a  feafon  drawn  away. 
Starting  from  Virtue's  path  aftray. 
All  low  difguife  I  fcorn'd-  to  try. 
And  dar'd  to  fm,  but  not  to  lye ; 
Hither,  O  hither,  condefcend. 
Eternal  Truth,  thy  fteps  to  bend. 
And  favour  huiit  who  ev'ry  hour 
Ccnfcffes  and  obeys  thy  pow'r  ! 

But  come  not  with  that  eafy  mien, 
Cy  which  you  won  the  li'vcly  Dean, 
Nor  yet  afTume  that  ftrumpct  air. 
Which  Rabelais  taught  thee  firft  to  wear. 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguous  face. 
Which  with  Cervantes  gave  thee  ?race. 
But  come  in  facred  vefture  clad. 
Solemnly  dull,  and  truly  fad  ! 

Far  from  thy  feemly  matron  train 
Be  ideot  Mirth,  and  Laughter  vain  ! 
For  Wit  and  Hum.our,  which  pretend 
At  once  to  pleafe    us  and  amend, 
They  are  not  for  my  prefent  turn. 
Let  them  remain  in  Fra7zce  with  Sterne. 
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Of  nobleft  City  parents  born. 
Whom   wealth  and  dignities  adorn. 
Who  ftill  one  conflant  tenor  keep. 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afleep, 
V/ith  Thee,  let  formal  Dullnefs  come. 
And  deep  Attention,  ever  dumb, 
^^'ho  en  her  lips  her  fingers  lays, 
W'hilil:  every  circumfiance  fhe  weighs, 
Whcfe  down-cafe  eye  is  often  found 
Bent  without  motion  to  the  ground. 
Or,  to  ibiTie  outward  thing  confin'd. 
Remits  no  Image  to  the  mind. 
No  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bears. 
But  fiupid  without  viiion  Hares ; 
Thy  Heps  let  Gravity  attend, 
Wifdoiri's  and  Truth^s  unerring  friend. 
Tor  C712  may  fee  v/ith  half  an  eye. 
That  Gravity  can  never  lye  ; 
And  his  arch'd  brov/,  puU'd  o'er  his  eyes. 
With  folemn  proof  proclaims  him  ■-wife. 

Free  from  all  waggeries  and  fports. 
The  produce  of  luxurious  Courts, 
Where  fioc'.  andluli  enei-vate  youth, 
-Come  thou,    a  dov/n-right  City  Truth  ; 
The  City,  v/hich  we  ever  find 
A  fober  pattern  for  mankind  ; 
Where  man,  in  equilibrio  hung. 
Is  feldom  old,  and  never  young. 
And  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Net  Virtue's  friend,  nor  Vice's  flave  ; 

As 
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As  dancers  on  the  ^vire  we  fpy. 
Hanging  between  the  earth  and  fliy. 

She  comes — I  Tee  her  from  afar 
Bending  her  courfe  to  Tc77iple-Bar  : 
All  (?^ge  and  filcnt  is  her  train. 
Deportment  grave,  and  garments  plain. 
Such  as  may  luit  a  Parfon's  wear,      , 
And  fit  the  head-piece  of  a  Mayor, 

By  Truth  infpir'd,  our  Bacon's  force 
Open'd  the  way  to  Learning's  fource  ; 
Boyle  thro'  the  works  of  Nature  ran  ; 
And  Newton,  fcmething  more  than  man, 
Div'd  into  Nature's  hidden  fprings. 
Laid  bare  the  principles  of  things. 
Above  the  earth  our  fpirits  bore. 
And  gave  us  worlds  unknown  before. 
Vi-j  Truth  infpir'd,  when  Lauder' z  fpighr 
O'er  Milton  call  the  veil  of  night, 
Douglas  arof:;,  and  thro'  the  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways. 
Came  v/here  the  fubtle  traitor  lay. 
And  dragg'd  him  trembling  to  the  day  ; 
Whilll  He  (O  fhame  to  nobieil  paris, 
Dlfhonour  to  the  lib'ral  arts. 
To  trafiic  in  fo  vile  a  fcheme  !) 
V/hilll  He,  our  lettered  Polypheme, 
Who  had  Confederate  forces  join"d. 
Like  a  bafe  cov/ard,  fkulk'd  bi-hind. 
By  Truth  infpir'd,  our  Critics  go 
To  track  Fingal  in  Highland  fncw. 
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To  fcrm  their  own  and  others  creed 
From  Mauf.Jcripti  they  cannot  read. 
By  Truth  inlpir'd,  we  numbers  fee 
Of  each  profeflion  and  degree. 
Gentle  and  Simple,  Lord  and  Cit, 
Wit  without  wealth,  wealth  without  wit. 
When  Punch  and  Sheridan  have  done. 
To  Fanny's  Gkojily  Lednres  run. 
By  Truth  and  Fanny  now  infpir'd, 
I  feel  my  glowing  bofom  fir'd  ; 
Delire  beats  high  in  ev'ry  vein 
To  iing  the  Spirit  of  Cock-Lane  ; 
To  tell  (juil  as  the  m.eafiire  flows 
In  halting  rime,  half  verfe,  half  profe) 
With  more  than  mortal  arts  endu'd. 
How  J^e  united  force  withilocd. 
And  proudly  ga'/e  a  brave  defiance 
To  irit  and  Duhicfs  in  alliance. 
This  Apparition  (with  relation 
To  ancient  modes  of  t^eri^vationy 
This  we  may  properly  fo  call, 
Although  it  ne'er  appears  at  all. 
As  by  the  way  c^  Inuendc, 
Liicus  is  m.ade  a  ncn  lucendo) 
Superior  to  the  vulgar  mode, 
I'^obly  diidains  that  fervile  road. 
Which  coward  ghofts,  as  it  appears. 
Have  walk'din  ^-c^l  five  thoufand  yeaii.. 
And  for  reilraint  too  mighty  grown. 
Strikes  out  a  method  of  her  o-j,n. 
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Others  may  meanly  Hart  away, 
Aw'd  by  the  herald  of  the  day. 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  freflmefs  of  the  morning  air. 
May  vanifli  with  the  melting  gloom. 
And  glide  in  filence  to  the  tomb  ; 
She  dares  the  fun's  m.ofl  piercing  light. 
And  knocks  by  day  as  well  as  night. 
Others,  with  mean  and  partial  view. 
Their  vifits  pay  to  cm  or  ti.vo  ; 
She  great  in  reputation  grown. 
Keeps  the  beft  company  in  town. 
Our  a6live  enterprifmg  Ghoft 
As  large  and  fplendid  routs  can  boafl: 
As  thofe  which,  rais'd  by  Pride's  command. 
Block  up  the  pafTage  thro'  the  Strand. 
Great  adepts  in  the  fighting  trade, 
V/ho  ferve  their  time  on  the  parade  ; 
She- Saints  who,  true  to  pleafure's  plan. 
Talk  about  God,  and  lull  for  man  ; 
Wits,  who  believe  nor  Gcd,  nor  Ghoft, 
And  fools,  who  worfnip  ev'ry  poft  ; 
Cowards,  whofe  lips  with  war  are  hung  ; 
Men  truly  brave,  who  hold  their  tongue  ; 
Courtiers,  who  laugh  they  know  not  why. 
And  Cits,  who  for  the  fame  caufe  cry  ; 
The  canting  Tabernacle-Erother, 
(For  one  rogue  fliil  fafpcds  another) 
Ladies,  who  to  a  Spirit  fly. 
Rather  than  with  their  hujlands  lie  ; 
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Lords,  who  as  chaftely  pafs  their  lives 
With  ether  women  as  their  ocZ-x-fj  j 
Proud  of  their  intelledls  and  cl oaths, 
Phyficians,  Lawyers,  Parfons,  Beaux, 
And,  truant  from  their  deiks  and  ihops. 
Spruce  Temple  clerks,  and  'prentice  fops. 
To  Fanny  come,  with  the  fame  view. 
To  find  her  falfe,  or  find  her  true. 
Hark  !  fomething  creeps  about  the  houfe  I 
Is  it  a  Spirit,  01  a  'Mouje  ? 
Hark  !   fomething  /cratches  round  the  room  ! 
A  caty  a  rat,  a  Jluhb^d  birch-broom. 
Hark!   on  the  wainfcotnowit  i«or.'^  / 


If  thou'rt  a  Ghoft,  cried  Orthodox, 

With  that  afFefted  folemn  air 

Which  Hypocrites  delight  to  wear. 

And  all  thofe  forms  of  con/equcnce 

Which  Fools  adopt  inilead  oi  fenf  ; 

If  thou'rt  a  Ghoj"},  who  from  the  tomb 

Stalk'it  hdiXyJiknt  thro'  this  gloom. 

In  breach  of  Nature's  flated  laws. 

For  good,  or  bac^,  or  for  no  caufe. 

Give  no~ju  nine  knocks  ;  like  Friefts  of  old;. 

Nine  -dce  2i  f acred  nurnber  hold. 

'Pilia,  cried  Profound,   (a  man  of  parts. 
Deep  read  in  all  the  curious  arts. 
Who  to  their  hidden  fprings  had  trac'd 
The  force  of  Numbers,  rightly  plac\i) 
As  to  the  Number,    you  are  right. 
As  to  l\\Q  form,  millaken  quite. 


What' 
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What's  Nine  ?    Your  Adepts  all  agree. 

The  Virtue  lies  in  three  ihnes  three. 
He  faid,  no  need  to  fay  it  twice. 

For  Thrice  ilic  kmck\-^,  and  Thrice,  and  Thrice. 
The  crowd,  confounded  and  ainaz'd, ' 

In  fdence  at  each  other  gaz'd. 

From  Gallia's  hand  the  fnuff-box  fell. 

Tinfel,  v.'ho  ogled  with  the  Belle, 

To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  vain. 

He  (loops,  but  cannot  rife  again. 

Imviane  Pompofo  was  not  heard 

T'   import  orc  crabbed  foreign  word. 

Fear  feizcs  Heroes,  Fools,  and  Wits, 

And  Plaufsblc  his  pray'rs  forgets. 
At  length,  as  people  juft  awake. 

Into  wild  diilonance  they  break  ; 

All  talk'd  at  once,  but  not  a  word 

Was  underilcod,  or  plainly  heard. 

Such  is  the  noife  of  chatt'ring  geefe. 
Slow  failing  on  the  Summer  breeze  ; 
Such  is  the  language  Diiccrd  fpeaks 
\\\  Wekh-nfjomcn  o'er  beds  of  leeks ; 
Such  the  confus'd  and  horrid  founds 
Of  Irifo  in  potatoe-grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for  even  C 's  tongue 

Is  not  on  iron  hinges  hung, 
I'ear  and  Confufion  found  retreat, 
Reafon  and  Order  take  their  feat. 
The  fa(^l  confirmed  beyond  all  doubt, 
1' hey  now  would  find  the  caufes  out. 
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For  this  a  facred  rule  we  find 
Among  the  nicefl  of  mankind. 
Which  never  might  exception  brook,. 
From  Hobbes  e'en  down  to  Bolingbroke, 
To  doubt  of  fafts,  however  true, 
Unlefs  they  knov/  the  caufes  too. 

Trifle,  of  whom  'tvvas  hard  to  tell 
When  he  intended  ill  or  well. 
Who,  to  prevent  all  farther  pother. 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  t'  other, 
V/ho  to  be  filent  ahvays  loth. 
Would  fpeak  on  either  fide,  or  both. 
Who,  led  av/ay  by  lore  of  fam.e. 
If  any  new  idea  came, 
V.'hate'cr  it  made  for,  always  faid  it. 
Not  with  an  eye  to  Truth,  but  Credit  ; 
For  Orators  profej},  'tis  known. 
Talk  not  for  owr  fake,  but  their  c-uv/ ; 
AVho  always  fnew'd  his  talents  beft 
When  ferious  things  were  turn'd  to  jefl. 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
Poffefs'd  no  common  fhare  of  fenfe  ; 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours 
With  chat  on  butterflies  and  ficw'rs ; 
Could  talk  of  powder,  patches,  paint. 
With  the  fame  zeal  as  of  a  faint ; 
Could  prove  a  Sibyl  brighter  far 
Than  Fe?i'us  or  the  Morning  Star ; 
Whilfl  fomething  flill  fo  gay,  fo  nev.'. 
The  fmile  of  approbation  drew. 

And 
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And  females  ey'd  the  charming  man, 

Whilll  their  hearts  flutter'd  with  their  fan  ; 

Trifle,  who  would  by  no  means  mifs 

An  opportunity  like  this. 

Proceeding  on  his  ufual  plan, 

SmiVd,  ftrok'd  his  chifiy  and  thus  began. 

y^iX^  jhesrs  or fcijjors,  fivord  or  knife. 
When  the  Fates  cut  the  thread  of  life, 
(For  if  we  to  the  grave  are  fent. 
No  matter  with  what  inftnancnt) 
The  body  in  fome  lonely  fpot. 
On  dunghill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot. 
Or  fleeps  among  m.ore  holy  dead. 
With  pray'rs  ir reaver ently  read  ; 
The  foul  is  fent,  where  Fate  ordains. 
To  reap  rew-ards,  to  fufter  pains. 

The  Virtuous  to  thofe  manficns  go. 
Where  pleafares  unembitter'd  flew  ; 
Where,  leading  up  a  jocund  band. 
Vigour  and  Youth  dance  hand  in  hand, 
V/hilfi:  Zephyr,  with  harmonious  gales. 
Pipes  fofteft  mifc  thro'  the  vales. 
And  Spring  and  Flora,  gaily  crown'd. 
With  ^uel'vet  carpets  fpread  the  ground  ; 
With  li-oelier  bliijh  where  rofes  bloom. 
And  ev'ry  fhrub  expires  perfume  ; 
V/here  cryftal  Ilreams  meandering  glide. 
Where  njuarbling  flows  the  amber  tide; 
Where  other  Suns  dart  brighter  beams. 
And  Light  thro'/.v;rr  eetbcr  Ilreams. 
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Far  other  feats,  far  diit 'rent  ftate 
The  fons  of  Wickednefs  await. 
Juftice  (not  that  old  hag  I  mean. 
Who's  nightly  in  the  Gardz-n  feen. 
Who  lets  no  fpark  of  mercy  rife 
For  crimes,  by  ^xvbich  men  ioje  their  eyes  ; 
Nor  Her  who,  with  an  equal  hand. 
Weighs  tea  ■a.^A  Jugar  in  the  Strand  ;  . 
Nor  Her  who,  by  the  world  deem'd  nxife. 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  piercing  cries, 
Steel'd  'gainil  the  flarving  orphan's  tears, . 
On  pU'Tvns  her  bafe  tribunal  rears  ; 
But  Her  who  after  death  prefides. 
Whom  facred  Truth  unerring  guides  , 
Who,  free  from  partial  influence. 
Nor  iinks  nor  raifes  e^-vidence. 
Before  whom  nothing's  in  the  dark. 
Who  takes  no  bribe ,  and  keeps  no  clcrii) 
Juftice  with  equal  fcale  below 
In  due  proportion  weighs  out  woe. 
And  alv/ays  with  fuch  lucky  aim 
Knows  punilhments.fo  fit  to  frame. 
That  fhe  augments  their  grief  and  pain, 
Leaving  no  reafon  to  complain. 

Old  Maids  and  Rakes  are.  join'd  ton-ether. 
Coquettes  2LX\d,  prudes y  like  April  weather. 
^7/'s  forc'd  to  chujn  with  Comnicn  Sinfe, 
And  Luji  is  yok'd  to  Imtctcnce. 
FrofeiTcrs  {^Jujiice  fo  decreed) 
Unpaid  muft  coniiant  Ledures  read  ; 

Vol.  LXVI.  L  -  On 
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On  earth  it  often  doth  befal. 
They're /a/V,  and  ne^ver  read  ai  all. 
Parjons  muft  pradife  what  they  teach. 
And  Bijhops  are  compell'd  to  preach. 

She  who  on  earth  was  nice  and  prim^ 
Of  delicacy  full,  and  whim, 
Whofe  tender  nature  could  not  bear 
The  rudenefs  of  the  churliih  air. 
Is  doom'd,  to  mortify  her  pride. 
The  change  of  weather  to  abide. 
And  fells,  whilll  tears  with  liquor  mix. 
Burnt  brandy  on  the  fhore  of  Styx. 

Avaro,  by  long  ufe  grown  bold 
In  ev'ry  ill  which  brings  him  gold. 
Who  his  Redeemer  would  pull  down. 
And  fell  his  God  for  half-a-crown  ; 
Who,  if  fome  blockhead  fhould  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  foul  a  {hilling, 
A  well-made  bargain  would  efteem  it. 
And  have  more  fenfe  than  to  redeem  it  j 
Juftice  fnaii  in  thofe  Ihades  confine. 
To  drudge  for  Plutus  in  the  mine. 
All  the  day  long  to  toil  and  roar. 
And  curfing  work  the  fiubborn  ore. 
For  coxcombs' Z-^/-^,  who  have  no  brains. 
Without  a  fixpence  for  his  pains. 
Ther.ccj  with  each  due  return  of  night, 
Compell'd,  the  tall,  thit:,  half-ii:irv'd  fprite 
Shall  earth  re-vifit,  and  furvey 
The  place  where  once  his  treafure  lay  ; 

Shall 
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Shall  view  Xktjiall,  where  holy  Pride 
With  lettered  Ignorance  allied. 
Once  hail'd  him  mighty  and  ador'd, 
Defcended  to  another  Lord. 
Then  Ihall  ke  fcreaming  pierce  the  air. 
Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  fcowl  defpair  ; 
Then  Ihall  he  ban  at  Heaven's  decrees. 
And, -howling,  fmk  to  hell  for  eafe. 

Thofe  who  on  earth  thro'  life  have  pafl 
With  equal  pace,  from  firft  to  laft. 
Nor  vex'd  withpaffions  nor  with  fpleen, 
Infipid,  eafy,  -  and  ferene  ; 
Whofe  heads  were  made  too  v^eak  to  bear 
The  weight  of  bufmefs,  or  of  care  -, 
Who  without  merit,  without  crime. 
Contrive  to  while  away  their  time. 
Nor  Good,  nor  Bad,  nor  Fools,  nor  Wits,  . 
Mild  Juftice  with  a  fmiJe  permits 
Still  to  purfue  their  darling  plan. 
And  find  amufement  how  they  can. 

The  Beau,  m  gaudieft  plumage  dreil 
With  lucky  fancy,  o'er  the  reft 
Of  Jir  a  curious  mantle  throws. 
And  chats  among  his  brother  Beaux  ; 
Or,  if  the  weatlier's  fine  and  clear. 
No  fign  of  rain  or  tempell  near, 
Encourag'd  by  the  cloudlefs  day, 
lJ\kQ  gilded  btitterfiies  at  plav. 
So  lively  all,  fo  gay,  fo  briik, 
h\  air  i'mv  fmiter,  jloat,  and  fr'^jk. 

L  2  The 
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The  Belle  (what  mortal  doth  not  know. 
Belles  after  death  admire  a  Beau  ? ) 
With  happy  grace  renews  her  art. 
To  trap  the  Coxcomb's  wand'ring  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whiift  they  live, 
A  heart  is  all  which  Beaux  can  give. 

In  fome  ftill,  folemn,  facred  Ihade, 
Behold  a  group  of  Authors  laid, 
Ncnvs-paper  Wits,  and  Sonneteers, 
Gtjitlemen  Bards,  and  rhning  Peers, 
Biographers,  whofe  wond'rous  worth 
Is  fcarce  remember'd  now  on  earth. 
Whom  Fielding's  humour  led  allra)'. 
And //<2/«//vf  Fops,  debauch'd  by  Gray, 
All  fit  together  in  a  ring. 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  fing. 

On  his  oivn  works,  with  laurel  crown'd. 
Neatly  and  elegantly  bound, 
( For  this  is  one  of  many  rules 
With  ^writing  Lords  and  laureat  Fools, 
And  which  for  ever  mull  fucceed 
With  other  Lords  who  cannot  read. 
However  deftitute  of  wit. 
To  m.ake  their  works  for  Book-cafe  fit) 
Acknowledg'd  mafter  of  thofe  feats, 
Cibber  his  Birth-day  Odes  repeats. 

With  triumph  ;/0'Xu  polTcfs  that  feat. 
With  triumph  no^  thy  Odes  repeat, 
Ilnrivalld  vigils  proudly  keep, 
Whilil  ev'ry  hearer's  ItiU'd  to  fie  en  ; 


But 
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But  know,  illuftrious  Bard,  when  Fatey 
Which  fall  purfues  thy  name  with  hate. 
The  regal  laurel  blafts,  which  now 
Blooms  on  the  placid  Whitehead's  brow. 
Low  mull  defcend  thy  pride  and  fame. 
And  Gibber's  be  the  fecond  name. 

Here  Trifle  cough'd  (for  coughing  flill 
Bears  witnefs  of  thz/peakerh  Ikill, 
A  neceiTary  piece  of  art. 
Of  Rhetoric  an  eflential  part. 
And  adepts  in  the  Speaking  trade 
Keep  a  cough  by  them  ready  made. 
Which  they  fuccefsfully  difpenfe 
When  at  a  lofs  for  --words  ov  fen/c) 
Here  Trifle  cough'd,  here  paus'd— but  while 
He  ftrove  to  recolledl  \n.sfmtle. 
That  happy  engine  of  his  art. 
Which  triumph'd  o'er  the  female  heart. 
Credulity,  the  child  of  Folly, 
Begot  on  cloyjierd  Melancholy, 
Who  heard,  with  grief,  the  florid  fool 
Turn  facred  things  to  ridicule. 
And  faw  him,  led  by  Whim  away. 
Still  farther  from  the  fubjedl  flray, 
Juft  in  the  happy  nick,  aloud. 
In  fliape  of  M — e,  addrefs'd  the  crowd. 

Were  we  with  patience  here  to  fit. 
Dupes  to  th'  impertinence  of  Wit, 
Till  Trifle  his  harangue  ftiould  end, 
A  Gm-dland  night  we  might  attend, 

L  3  Whim 
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Whilft  He,  with  fluency  of  fpeech. 
Would  various  mighty  nothings  teach, 
(Here  Trifle,  fternly  looking  down. 
Gravely  endeavour'd  at  a  frown. 
But  Nature  unawares  ftept  in. 
And,  mocking,  turn'd  it  to  a  grin) 
And  when,  in  Fancy's  chariot  huri'd. 
We  had  been  carried  round  the  world, 
Involv'd  in  error  ftill  and  doubt. 
He'd  leave- us  where  we  firil  fet  out. 
T\ms  JoUiers  (in  vvhofe  exercife 
Material  ufe  with  grandeur  vies) 
Lift  up  their  legs  with  mighy  pain. 
Only  to  fet  them  down  again. 

Believe  ye  not  (yes,  all  1  fee 
In  found  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  Providence,  for  worthy  ends. 
To  us  unknown,  this  Spirit  fends  ! 
The'  fpeechlefs  lay  the  trembling  tongue. 
Your  faith  was  on  your  features  hung. 
Your  faith  I  in  your  eyes  could  fee. 
When  ail  were  pale  and  frar'd  like  tne. 
iluc  fcruples  to  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  fnadow  of  diiputc, 
Pompofo,  Plaufible,  and  I, 
With  Fanny  have  agreed  to  try 
A  deep  concerted  fcheme — This  night. 
To  fix  or  to  defcroy  Her  quite. 
If  it  be  1. ■!■:,%  before  we've  done. 
We'll  make  it  glaring  as  the  fun ; 
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If  it  h&fal/ei  admit  no  dcubt. 
Ere  morning*s  dawn  we'll  find  it  out. 
Into  the  vaulted  womb  of  death. 
Where  Fanny  now,  depriv'd  of  breath. 
Lies  felVring,  whilil  her  ivQwhltdifprite 
Adds  horror  to  the  gloom  of  night. 
Will  vje  defcend,  and  bring  from  thence 
Proofs  of  fuch  force  to  Common  Senfe, 
Vain  Trifers  {hall  no  more  deceive. 
And  Atheiils  tremble  and  believe. 

He  faid,  and  ceas'd  ;  the  chamber  rung 
With  due  applaufe  from  every  tongue. 
The  mingled  found  (now  let  me  fee. 
Something  by  way  ox  jiTnile) 
Was  it  more  like  Sirj?nonian  cranes^ 
Or  ^inds,  lo-cj  murmuring,  ^whai  it  rains ^ 
Or  droivjy  hum  of  clujt'ring  lees. 
Or  the  hoarfe  roar  of  angry  feas  ? 
Or  (iHU  to  heighten  and  explain. 
For  elfe  our  f  mile  is  vain) 
Shall  we  declare  it  like  all  four, 
A  fcream,  a  murmur,  hum,  and  roar  ? 

Let  Fancy  now  in  awful  ftate 
Prefent  this  great  Triumvirate, 
(A  method  which  receiv'd  we  find 
In  ether  cafes  by  mankind) 
Elected  with  a  joint  confcnt, 
K^\  fools  in  tov/n  to  reprefcnt. 

1  he  clock  llrikes  twelve— M—e  flarts  z\A  fwears, 
Ln  oaths  we  know,  as  well  2ls  prafrs, 

L  4  Religion 
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Religion  lies,  and  a  Chv.rcb  brother 
May  ufe  at  will  or  one  or  t'  other. 
Plaufible  from  his  cafibck  drew 
A  holy  manual.  Teeming  new ; 
A  book  it  was  of  private  prayer. 
But  not  a  pin  the  worfe  for  wear; 
For,  as  we  by  the  bye  may  fay. 
None  h\itf?nall  faints  in  private  pray. 
Religion,  fairell  maid  on  earth. 
As  meek  as  good,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  blell  union,  when  in  heaven 
Pleafure  was  bride  to  Virtue  given  ; 
Religion,  ever  pleas 'd  to  pray, 
Poffels'd  the  precious  gift  one  day; 
Hypocrify,  of  Cunning  born. 
Crept  in  and  ftole  it  ere  the  morn. 
Wh— te— d,  that  greatell  of  all  faints. 
Who  always  prays  and  never  faints. 
Whom  She  to  her  cn,vn  hr ethers  bore. 
Rapine  and  LuiT:,  on  Severn's  fhore, 
Receiv'd  it  from  \\\t  fqnmting  dame; 
From  him  to  PiauTible  it  came. 
Who,  with  unufual  care  opprell. 
Now  trembling,  pulPd  it  from  his  breafl. 
Doubts  in  his  boding  heart  arife. 
And  fancied  fpe«ftres  blail  hi.s  eyes. 
Devotion  Iprings  from  abje^Tt  Jear, 
And  llamps  his  pray'rs  for  once  fmcere. 

Pcmpofo  (iniolent  and  loud. 
Vain  idol  of  ■^Jiriibli/i^ciQwdy 
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Whofe  very  name  infpires  an  awe, 

W'hofe  ev'ry  word  is  ienfe  and  law. 

For  what  his  greatnefs  hath  decreed. 

Like  laws  of  Perfia  and  of  Mede, 

Sacred  thro'  all  the  realm  of  M'it, 

Muft  never  of  repeal  admit ; 

Who,  curfmg  flattery,  is  the  tool 

Of  ev'ry  fawning,  flatt'ring  fool ; 

Who  wit  with  jealous  eye  furveys. 

And  fickens  at  another's  praife  ; 

Who,  proudly  feiz'd  of  Learning's  throne. 

Now  damns  all  learning  but  his  own  ; 

Who  fcorns  thofe  common  wares  to  trade  in. 

Reasoning,   Ccnt'incirig,  and  P erjuading^ 

Eat  makes  each  fentence  current  pafs 

With  Puppy y   Coxcomb,  Scoundrel^  ^/^  ', 

For  'tis  with  him  a  certain  rule. 

The  folly's  prov'd  when  he  calls  fool  ; 

Who,  to  increafe  his  native  ilrength. 

Draws  words  fix  fyllables  in  length, 

V/ith  which,  afiifted  with  a  frown 

By  way  of  club,  he  knocks  us  dov%^n; 

Who  'bove  the  vulgar  dares  to  rife. 

And  fenfe  of  decency  defies  ; 

For  this  fame  decency  is  made 

Only  for  bunglers  in  the  trade. 

And,  like  the  cob~^veb  laws,  is  il^ll 

Broke  thro'  by  great  ones  when  they  will) — 

Fompoio,  \-Al\i fircng J'enfe  fupplied, 

Siij^.ported  and  confnm'd  hy  pride , 

His 
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His  comrades'  terrors  to  beguile, 
Grinri'd  horribly  a  gbajfly  Jmile  : 
Features  fo  horrid,  were  it  light. 
Would  put  the  Devil  himfelf  to  flight. 

Such  were  the  three  in  name  and  worth. 
Whom  Zeal  and  J  udgment  fmgled  forth 
To  try  xhzfpritc  on  Reafon's  plan. 
Whether  it  was  of  Gad  or  Man, 

Dark  was  the  night,  it  was  that  hour 
W'hen  Terror  reigns  in  fulleft  pow'r. 
When,  as  the  Learn'd  of  old  have  faid. 
The  yawning  grave  gives  up  her  dead. 
When  Murder,  Rapine  by  her  fide. 
Stalks  o'er  the  earth  with  gia7tt  ftride  ; 
Our  Quixotes  (for  that  knight  of  old 
Was  not  in  truth  by  haJf  fo  ioldy 
The'  Reafbn  at  the  fame  time  cries. 
Our  Quixotes  are  not  half  fo  ivife. 
Since  they,  with  other  follies,  boaft 
An  expedition  'gainil  a  GhcJ}) 
Thro'  the  dull  deep  furrounding  gloom. 
In  cJofe  array,  tovv'rds  Fanny^s  tomb 
Adventur'd  forth. — Caution  before. 
With  heedful  iiep,  the  Jam  horn  bore. 
Pointing  at  graves ;  and  in  the  rear. 
Trembling,  and  talking  loud,  went  Fear. 
The  church-yard  teemM— th'  unfettled  ground. 
As  in  an  ague,  fliook  around  ; 
While  in  feme  drearyvault  confin'd. 
Or  riding  on  the  holloiv  nvindj 

Horror, 


THE      GHOST.  155 

Horror,  which  turns  the  heart  to  ftone. 
In  dreadful  founds  was  heard  to  groan. 
All  flaring,  wild,  and  out  of  breath. 
At  length  they  reach  the  place  of  death. 

A  Vault  //was,  long  time  apply 'd 
To  hold  the  lafl  remains  of  pride  : 
No  beggar  there,  of  humble  race. 
And  humble  fortunes,  finds  a  place ; 
To  reft  in  pomp  as  well  as  ea/e. 
The  only  way's  to  pay  the/lees. 
Fools,  Rogues,  and  Whores,  if  rich  and  greats 
Proud  e'en  in  death.  Here  rot  mfiate. 
No  thieves  difrobe  the  nvell-drejl  dead. 
No  plumbers  ileal  lae /acred  lead  ; 
(^iet  and  fafe  the  bodies  lie. 
No  fextons yc'//,    no  furgeons  buy. 

Thrice  each  the  pond'rous  key  apply'd. 
And  thrice  to  turn  it  vainly  try'd. 
Till  taught  by  prudence  to  unite. 
And  ftraining  with  colledled  might. 
The  ftubbcrn  wards  refill  no  more. 
But  open  flies  the  grouAlng  door. 

Three  paces  back  they  fell  amaz'd, 
Likey?^?i/ci  Hood,  like  madineyi  gaz'd  ; 
The  frighted  blood  foriakes  the  face. 
And  feeks  the  heart  with  quicker  pace  ; 
The  throbbing  heart  its  fears  declares. 
And  upright  hand  the  briftled  hairs ; 
The  head  in  wild  diftraclion  fwims ; 
Ccid  l.veats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs ; 

Nature, 
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Nature,  wlillll  fears  her  bofom  cIiilL 
Sufpends  her  pow'rs,  and  Life  ftands  ftilL 

Thus  had  they  flood  till  nc--w,  but  Shame 
(An  ufeful,  tho'  neglefted  dame. 
By  Heav'n  defign'd  the  friend  of  Man, 
The'  we  degrade  her  all  we  can. 
And  llrive,  as  our  firil  proof  of  wit. 
Her  name  and  nature  to  forget) 
Came  to  their  aid  in  happy  hour. 
And  with  a  wand  of  mighty  pow'r 
Struck  oxi  their  hearts  ;  vain  fears  fubfide. 
And  baffled,  leave  the  field  to  Pride. 

Shall  They,   (forbid  it  Fame)   lliall  They 
The  diftates  of  vile  fear  obey  r 
Shall  They,  the  idols  of  the  Town, 
To  bugbears  Fancy  for  jn^d  bow  down  ? 
Shall  They,  who  greateft  zeal  expreft. 
And  undertook  for  all  the  refl, 
Whofe  matchlefs  courage  all  admire. 
Inglorious  from  the  tafk  retire  ? 
How  would  the  ^xvicked  cues  rejoice. 
And  infidels  exalt  their  voice, 
]f  Aa — e  and  Plaufibie  were  found, 
By  Jhadc'ivs  av/'d,  to  quit  their  ground  ? 
How  would /oe/j  laugh,  Pnould  it  appear 
Pompofo  was  the  Have  of  fear  ? 
**  Perilh  the  thought  I   Tho'  to  our  eyes 
"   In  all  its  terrors  hell  Ihould  rife, 
*'  Tho'  thoufand  Ghoits,  in  dread  array, 
"  With  glaring  eye-balh,  crofs  our  way. 
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*'  Tho'  Caution,  trembling,  ftands  aloof, 
"  Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof." 
They  faid  ;  and  without  farther  halt, 
Dauntlefs  march'd  onward  to  the  Vault. 

What  mortal  m.en,  who  e'er  drew  breath,. 
Shall  break  into  the  houfe  of  Death, 
With  foot  liukallo-ufd,  and  from  thence 
The  myft'ries  of  that  ftate  difpenfe, 
Unlefs  they,  with  due  rites,  prepare 
Their  weaker  fenfe  fuch  fights  to  bear. 
And  gain  permiffion  from  the  State, 
On  earth  their  Journal  to  relate  ? 
Poets  themfelves,  without  a  crime. 
Cannot  attempt  it  e'en  in  rinny 
But  always,  on  fuch  grand  occaiion. 
Prepare  difolemn  innjocation, 
A  pofy  for  grim  Pluto  weave. 
And  in  fmooth  numbers  afk  his  leave.. 
But  why  this  caution?  Why  prepare 
Rites,  needlefs  now  ?  for  thrice  in  air 
The  Spirit  of  the  Night  hath_/;/<ffx;'^. 
And  thrice  hath  clapp'd  his  wings  well-pleasM. 

Defcend  then.  Truth,  and  guard  thy  fide. 
My  Mufey  my  Patronejs,  and  Guide  ! 
Let  others  at  invention  aim. 
And  feek  by  falfities  for  fame  ; 
Our  ftory  wants  not,   at  this  time. 
Flounces  ziAfurbilc-jjs  in  rime  : 

Relate 


i5«  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS'. 

Relate  plain  fa.Rs ;  be  brief  and  bold ; 

And  let  the  Poets,  fam'd  of  oldy 

Seek,  whilfl  our  artlefs  tale  we  tell. 

In  vain  to  find  a  Parallel : 

Silent  All  Thrue  went  In,  about 

All  1'hree  turk'd  Silknt,  a^'d  Came  Out. 
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IT  WAS  THE  Hour,  when  hufiu'fe  May?: 
With  pearl  and  linen  hangs  each  thorn. 
When  happy  Bards,  who  can  regale 
Their  Mufe  with  country  air  and  ale. 
Ramble  afield,  to  brooks  and  bow'rs. 
To  pick  \x^  fentiments  ^xid-fo-zv^-s  ; 
When  dogs  and  'Squires  from  kennel  Piv, 
And  hogs  and  farmers  quit  their  ily  ; 
When  my  Lord  rifes  to  the  chace. 
And  brawny  Chaplain  takes  his  place. 

Thefe  images,  or  bad  or  good. 
If  they  are  rightly  underftood. 
Sagacious  readers  muft  allow. 
Proclaim  us  in  the  country  now ; 
For  obfervations  moftly  rife 
From  objefts  jufl  before  our  eyes. 
And  ev'ry  Lord  in  Critic  Wit 
Can  tell  you  where  the  piece  was  writ. 
Can  point  out,  as  he  goes  along, 
(And  who  ihall  dare  to  fay  he*s  wrong  r) 
Whether  the  warmth  (for  Bards  we  know 
At  prefent,  never  more  than  glow) 
Was  in  the  town  or  country  caught. 
By  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought. 

It 
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It  was  the  Hour — rho'  Critics  frown. 
We  now  declare  ourfclves  in  town. 
Nor  will  a  moment's  pauie  allow 
For  iinding  w-hen'  we  came,  or  how. 
The  man  vv'ho  deals  in  humble  profc. 
Tied  down  by  rule  and  method,  goes ; 
But  they  who  court  the  vigorous  Mufe, 
Their  carriage  have  a  right  to  chule. 
Free  as  the  air,  and  unconfm'd. 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  the  mind. 
The  Poet  darts  from  place  to  place, 
And  inftant  bounds  o'er  time  and  fpace ; 
Nature  (whilli  blended  fire  ar.d  ikill 
Jnfiame  our  paffions  to  his  will) 
Smiles  at  her  violated  laws. 
And  crowns  his  daring  with  applaufe. 
Should  there  be  Hill  fome  rigid  few. 
Who  keep  propriety  in  view, 
Whofe  heads  turn  round,  and  cannot  bear 
This  whirling  pafTage  thro'  the  air. 
Free  leave  have  fuch  at  home  to  fit. 
And  write  a  regimen  for  wit ; 
To  clip  our  pinions  let  them  try. 
Not  having  heart  themi"elves  to  fly. 

It  was  the  Hour,  when  devotees 
Breathe  pious  curfes  on  their  knees. 
When  they  with  pray'rs  the  day  begin 
To  fandify  a  night  of  fm  ; 
When  rogues  of  m.odefly,  who  roam 
Under  the  veil  of  night,  fneak  liomc. 
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That  free  from  all  reftraint  and  awe, 
J  uil  to  the  windward  of  the  law, 
Lefs  modeli  rogues  their  tricks  may  play. 
And  plunder  in  the  face  of  day. 

But  hold  —  whilil  thus  we  play  the  fool. 
In  bold  contempt  of  ev'ry  rule. 
Things  of  no  confequence  expreffing, 
DeJ'cribvig  now,  and  now  digrcjjhig. 
To  the  difcredit  c?  our  fkiil. 
The  main  concern  is  {landing  ftill. 

In  Flays  indeed,  when  fiorras  of  rage 
Tempeftaous  in  the  foul  engage. 
Or  when  the  fpirits,  weak  and  low. 
Are  funk  in  deep  dillrefs  and  woe, 
V/ith  ftri^l  propriety  we  hear 
Defcripticn  Healing  on  the  ear. 
And  put  off  feeling  half  an  hour 
To  thatch  a  cot,  or  paint  afio-i.ij''r  ; 
But  in  xkitiz  ferious  works,  defign'd 
To  mend  the  morals  of  mankind. 
We  muil:  for  ever  be  difgrac'd 
With  all  the  nicer  fons  of  Taile, 
If  once,  the  fhadow  to  purfue. 
We  let  the  fubllance  out  of  view. 
Our  means  muft  uniformly  tend 
In  due  proportion  to  their  end. 
And  ev'ry  paffage  aptly  join 
To  bring  about  the  one  defign. 
Our  friends  themfelves  cannot  admit 
Thij  rambling,  wild,  digreffive  Wit, 

Vol.  l.l^\l,  M  No— 
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No— not  thofe  very  friends,  who  found 
Their  credit  on  the  felf-fame  ground. 

Peace,  my  good  grumbling  Sir— for  once. 
Sunk  in  the  folemn,  formal  dunce. 
This  Coxcomb  fhall  your  fears  beguile—— 
We  will  be  dull — that  you  may  fmile. 

Come  Method,  come  in  all  thy  pride, 
Dullnefs  and  Whitehead  by  thy  fide, 
Dullnefs  and  Method  Hill  are  one. 
And  Whitehead  is  their  darling  fon. 
Not  He  *  whofe  pen,  above  controul. 
Struck  terror  to  the  guilty  foul. 
Made  Folly  tremble  thro'  her  ftate. 
And  villains  blufh  at  being  great, 
Whilft  he  himfelf  with  Heady  face, 
Difdaining  modeily  and  grace. 
Could  blunder  on  thro'  thick  and  thin^ 
Thro'  ev'ry  mean  and  fervilc  fm. 
Yet  fwear  by  Philip  and  by  Paul, 
He  nobly  fcorn'd  to  blufh  at  all ; 
But  He,  who  in  the  Laureat  Chair, 
By  Grace  not  Merit  planted  there. 
In  auk  ward  pomp  is  feen  to  fit. 
And  by  his  patent  proves  his  wit ; 
For  favours  of  the  Great,  we  know. 
Can  wit  as  well  as  rank  bellow. 
And  they  who  v.'ithout  one  pretenfion, 
C^n  get  for  fools  a  place  or  penfion, 

*  P;;ui  Whitehead. 
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Mufl:  able  be  fuppos'd  of  coQrfe 
(if  reafon  is  allow 'd  due  force) 
To  give  fuch  qualities  and  grace 
As  may  equip  them  for  the  place. 

But  He— who  meafures  as  he  goes, 
A  mongrel  kind  of  tinkling  profe. 
And  is  too  frugal  to  difpenfe 
At  once  both  Poetry  and  Scnfc ; 
Who,  from  an-idil  \)\^  fiu?nb*n/ig  guards. 
Deals  out  a  Charge  to  J'ubjeSt  Lardsy 
Where  couplets  after  couplets  creep 
Propitious  to  the  reign  of  ueep. 
Yet  ev'ry  word  imprints  an  awe. 
And  all  his  dida'^es  pafs  for  law 
With  Beaux,  who  iimper  all  around. 
And  Belles,  who  die  in  ev'ry  found. 
For  in  all  things  of  this  relation. 
Men  moftly  judge  from  fauaticn. 
Nor  in  a  thoufand  find  we  one 
Who  really  weighs  what's  faid  or  done. 
They  deal  out  cenfure,  or  give  credit. 
Merely  from  him  who  did  or  faid  it. 

But  He — who,  happily  J erene. 
Means  nothing,  yet  would  feem  to  mean  j 
Who  rules  and  cautions  can  difpenfc 
With  all  that  humble  infolence. 
Which  Impudence  in  vain  would  teach. 
And  none  but  mcdeii:  men  can  reach; 
Who  adds  to  Sentiments  the  grace 
Of  always  being  out  of  place, 

M  2  And 
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And  dra-wls  out  Morals  with  an  air 

A  gentleman  would  blufh  to  wear  ; 

Who,  on  the  ckajhji,  Jimpkfi  plan. 

As  chafte,  z.sjtmple  as  the  man. 

Without  or  chamber ^  or  plot  y 

Nature  unknown,  and  Art  forgot. 

Can,  with  much  racking  of  the  brains. 

And  years  confum'd  in  letter'd  pain^, 

A  heap  of  words  together  lay. 

And,  fmirking,  call  the  thing  a  Play  ; 

Who  champion  fworn  in  Virtue's  caufe, 

*Gainil:  Vice  his  //;/>-  bodkin  draws. 

But  to  no  part  of  prudence  Granger, 

Firft  blunts  the  point  for  fear  of  danger. 

So  nurfcs  fage,  as  caution  works. 
When  children  firil  ufe  knives  and  forks. 

For  fear  of  mifchief,  it  is  known. 
To  others  fingers,  or  their  own. 
To  take  the  edge  off  wifely  chufe, 
Tho'  the  fame  llroke  takes  off  the  ufe. 

Thee,  Whitehead,  Thee  I  now  invoke. 
Sworn  foe  to  Satire's  gen'rous  ftroke. 
Which  makes  unwilling  Confciencc  feel. 
And  wounds,  but  only  wounds  to  he:»I. 
Good-natur'd,  eafy  creature,  mild. 
And  gentle  as  a  new-born  child. 
Thy  heart  would  never  once  admit 
E'en  cushclefome  rigour  to  thy  wit ; 
Thy  headf  if  Confcience  ihould  comply. 
Its  kind  alTiriance  would  deny. 

And 
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And  lend  thse  neither  force,  nor  art. 
To  drive  it  onward  to  the  heart. 
O  may  thy  facred  povv'r  controul 
Each  fiercer  working  of  my  foul. 
Damp  every  fpark  of  genuine  fire. 
And  languors  like  thine  own  infpire  ; 
Trite  be  each  thought,  and  ev'ry  line 
As  moraly  and  as  dull  as  Thine. 

Pois'din  mid-air (it  matters  not 

To  afcertain  the  very  fpot. 
Nor  yet  to  give  you  a  relation. 

How  it  eluded  gra^uitation ) 

Hung  a  Watch-ToTver — by  Vulcan  plann*d 
With  fuch  rare  fkill,  by  Jove's  command. 
That  ev'ry  word,  which  whifper'd  here 
Scarce  vibrates  to  the  neighbour  ear. 
On  the  lliil  bofom  of  the  air 
Is  borne,  and  heard  diftindly  there. 
The  palace  of  an  ancient  dame. 
Whom  men  as  well  as  gods  call  Fame. 

A  prattling  gojjjp,  on  vvhofe  tongue 
Proof  of  perpetual  motion  hung  ; 
Whofe  lungs  in  ilrength  all  lungs  furpafs. 
Like  her  own  trumpet  made  of  brafs ; 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  eyes 
The  vain  attacks  of  fieep  defies  ; 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  wings 
News  from  the  fartheft  quarters  brings; 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  before. 
All  that  file  knows,  and  ten  times  more. 

M  3  Not 


1'36  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

Not  all  the  virtues  which  we  find 
Concentcr'd  in  a  Hunter's  mind. 
Can  make  her  fpare  the  ranc'rous  tale, 
]  f  in  one  point  fiie  chance  to  fail ; 
Or  if,  once  in  a  thoufand  years, 
A  perfeft  charadler  appears. 
Such  as  of  late  with  joy  and  pride 
My  foul  pofTefs'd,  ere  Arrow  died  ; 
Or  fuch  as.  Envy  muft  allow. 

The  world  enjoys  in  H now; 

This  hag,  who  aims  at  all  alike. 
At  virtues  e'en  like  theirs  will  llrike. 
And  make  faults,  in  the  way  of  trade. 
When  fhe  can't  find  them  ready  made. 

All  things  fhe  takes  in,  fmall  and  great. 
Talks  of  a  toy-Jhop  and  2Ljiate  ; 
Of  ^ivits  2k.r\^  fools f  q{  faints  and  kings , 
Of  garters,  jiarsy  and  Isading-f  rings  ; 
Of  oU  lord i  fumbling  for  a  clap, 
Andj'cung  ones  fdl  of  prayer  and  pap  ; 
Of  courts,  of  tnoralsy  and  tye--j:igs. 
Of  bears,  zxidifrj  cants  dancing  jigs  ; 
Of  gro.'vc  profej/ors  at  the  bar 
Learning  to  thrion  on  the  guitfar^ 
V.'hilll  laws  ^Ycfubbcr\lo''ei  in  haHe, 
And  Judgment  facrific'd  to  Taflc  ; 
Of  <vohitcd fcpulchres ,   la^vn  fee--jesy 
And  God's  bafe  made  a  den  of  thie^ves  ; 
O^  funeral  pomps,  where  clamours  hung. 
And  fix'd  difgrace  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
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Whllft  Senfe  and  Order  blufn'd  to  fee 

Nobles  without  Humanity  ; 

Of  coronations ,  where  each  heart, 

With  honeft  raptures,  bore  a  part ; 

Of  City  fcafisy  where  Elegance 

Was  proud  her  colours  to  advance. 

And  Gluttony,  uncommon  cafe, 

Cou'd  only  get  the  fecond  place  ; 

Of  ne~v-rais''d  pillars  in  the  frate. 

Who  muft  be  good  as  being  great ; 

Oi  fpGulders,  on  which  Honours  fit 

Almoft  as  clumfily  as  Wit ; 

Of  doughty  knights i  whom  titles  pleafe. 

But  not  the  payment  of  the  fees  ; 

Of  letlures,  whither  ev'ry  fool 

In  feccnd  childhood  goes  to  fchool  ; 

Of  grey-beards  deaf  to  Reafon's  call. 

From  hin  cf  Courts  or  City  Hally 

Whom  youthful  appetites  enflave. 

With  one  foot  fairly  in  the  grave. 

By  help  of  crutch,  a  needful  brother. 

Learning  of  Hart  to  dance  with  t'  other  ; 

Of  doF.ors  regularly  bred 

To  fill  the  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 

Of  quacks  (for  quacks  they  muil:  be  Hill 

Who  fave  when  Forms  require  to  kill) 

Who  life,  and  health,  and  vigour  give 

To  Him,  not  one  would  wifh  to  live  ; 

Of  artius  who,  with  noblefl  view, 

Difmtercilcd  plans  purfue, 

M  4  for 
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For  trembling  worth  the  ladder  raife. 
And  mark  out  the  alcent  to  praife  ; 
Of  Arts  and  Sciences,  where  meet 
Sublime,  profound,  and  all  compleat, 
A  Set  (whom  at  Tome  fitter  time 
The  Mufe  fhall  con/ecrate  in  rime) 
Who  humble  Ar tills  to  out- do 
A  far  more  lib'ral  plan  purfue. 
And  let  their  ^Mcll-judg'd  Premiums  fall 
On  thofe  who  have  no  worth  at  all ; 
Oi  fign-pojl  Exhibitions,  rais'd 
For  laughter  more  than  to  be  prais'd 
(Tho'  by  the  way  we  cannot  fee 
"Why  praife  and  laughter  mayn't  agree) 
Where  genuine  Humour  runs  to  waile. 
And  juilly  chides  cur  v.  ant  of  tafie, 
Ccnfur'd,  like  other  things,  tho'  good, 
Becaufe  they  are  not  underftood. 

To  higher  fubjefts  now  She  foars. 
And  talks  of  politics  and  n.ihores 
(If  to  your  nice  and  charter  ears 
That  term  indelicate  appears. 
Scripture  politely  fliall  refine. 
And  melt  it  into  concubine)  ; 
In  the  fame  breath  fpreads  Bourbon*s  league. 
And  pubhfhes  the  grand  intrigue  ; 
In  BrufTels  or  ovr  o^tK-n  Gazette 
Makes  armies  f  ght  which  never  met. 
And  circulates  the  pox  or  plague 
To  London,  by  the  way  of  Hague  ; 

For 
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For  all  the  lies  which  there  appear 
Stamp'd  with  authority  come  here  ; 
Borrows  as  freely  from  the  gabble 
Of  fome  rude  leader  of  a  rabble. 
Or  from  the  quaint  harangues  of  thofe 
Who  lead  a  nation  by  the  nofe. 
As  from  i\iQ,{Qjhrms  which,  void  of  art, 
Burft  from  cur  hcnejx  Patriot's  heart. 
When  Eloquence  and  Virtue  (late 
Remark'd  to  live  in  mutual  hate) 
Fond  of  each  other's  friendlhip  grown. 
Claim  ev'ry  fentence  for  their  own  ; 
And  with  an  equal  joy  recites 
Parade  atnour  St  and  half -pay  fights, 
Perform'd  by  heroes  oi  fair  -vjeaiher. 
Merely  by  dint  of  lace  z.xxA  feather. 
As  thofe  rare  afts  which  Honour  taught 
Our  daring  fons  where  Granby  fought. 
Or  thofe  which,  with  fuperior  ikill, 
Sackville  atchiev'd  hy  fianding  Jl ill. 

This  Hag  (the  curious   if  they  pleafe 
May  fcarch  from  earlieft  times  to  thefe. 
And  Poets  they  will  always  fee. 
With  gcds  and  goddef'es  make  free. 
Treating  them  ail,  except  the  Mufe, 
As  fcarcely  fit  to  wipe  their  fhoes) 
Who  had    ..held,  from  firft  to  lalt, 
Hovv  our  Tiiumvirate  had  pafs'd 
Nignt's  dreadful  interval,  and  heard 
With  f  rid  attention  every  word. 


Soon 
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Soon  as  flie  faw  return  of  light. 
On  founding  pinions  took  her  flight. 

Swift  thro'  the  regions  of  the  Iky, 
Above  the  reach  of  human  eye. 
Onward  flie  drove  the  furious  blaft. 
And  rapid  as  a  whirlwind  pall 
O'er  cou7itries,  once  the  feats  of  TaJIef 
By  Time  and  Ignorance  laid  walle  ; 
O'er  lands,  where  former  ages  faw 
Rcajon  and  Truth  the  only  law  ; 
Where  Arts  and  Arms,  and  Public  Love 
In  gen'rous  emulation  ftrove  ; 
Where  kiugs  were  proud  of  legal  fway. 
And  fubjeds  happy  to  obey, 
Tho'  now  in  flav'ry  funk,  and  broke 
To  Superjiition's  galling  yoke  ; 
Of  ArtSy  of  Ar7nsy  no  more  they  tell. 
Or  Freedom,  which  vsith  Science  fell. 
By  tyrants  aw'd,  who  never  find 
The  paffage  to  their  people's  mind. 
To  whom  the  joy  was  never  known 
Of  planting  in  the  heart  their  throne. 
Far  from  all  profpe6l  of  relief. 
Their  hours  in  fruitlefs  pray'rs  and  grief. 
For  lofs  of  bleffings  they  employ. 
Which  We  unthank/ully  enjoy. 

New  is  the  time   (had  we  the  will) 
T'  amaze  the  reader  with  our  fkill. 
To  pour  out  fuch  a  flood  of  knowledge 
As  might  fuflice  for  a  whole  College, 
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Whim  with  a  true  poetic  force 

We  trac'd  the  Goddefs  in  her  courfe, 

S^'jccily  defcribing,  in  our  flight. 

Each  ccmmcn  and  vAiccmmon  fight. 

Making  our  journal  gay  and  pleafant. 

With  things  long  pall,  and  things  now  preient. 

Rivers — once  Nymphs — (a  transfcrjnation 
Is  mighty  pretty  in  relation) 
From  great  authorities  we  know. 
Will  matter  for  a  tale  be  flow. 
To  make  the  obfervation  clear. 
We  give  our  friends  an  in  fiance  here. 

The  Day   (that  never  is  forgot) 
Was  ^uery  fne,   but  Hjery  hot  ; 
The  Nymph  (another  gen'ral  rule) 
Enfiam'd  with  heat,  laid  down  to  cool ; 
Her  hair  ^(we  no  exceptions  find) 
JVa-v^d  carelefs  floating  in  the  ^i^vind ', 
Her  hsa'uing  breaflsy  Xi]^t  fummer  feas., 
Sec7ft*d  aTn'rous  of  the  playful  breeze  ; 
Should yoTzrf' Defcription  tune  our  lays 
In  choiccfl  accents  to  her  praife, 
Defcription  we  at  lall  fhould  find. 
Baffled  and  weak,  would  halt  behind. 
Nature  had  form'd  her  to  infpire 
In  ev'ry  bofcm  foft  defire, 
■PaJJlons  to  rai/e  /he  could  not  feel. 
Wounds  to  iiflidi  J}:e  ivculd  not  heal. 
A  God  (his  name  is  no  great  m.atter. 
Perhaps  a  Jove,  perhaps  a  Satyr) 

Raging 
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Raging  with  ////?,  a  godlike  flame. 

By  chance,  as  nfualy  thither  came  ; 

With  gloting  eyes  the  fair-one  view'd, 

Defir'd  her  firft,  and  then  purfu'd. 

She  (for  what  other  can  Ihe  do  r) 

Mull  fly— or  how  can  He  purfue  ? 

T  he  Mufe  (fo  cuilom  hath  decreed) 

Now  proves  her  fpirit  by  her  fpeed. 

Nor  muft  one  lifnping  line  difgrace 

The  life  and  vigour  of  the  race. 

She  runs,  and  He  runs,  'till  at  length. 

Quite  deiHtute  of  breath  and  flrength. 

To  Hea^v^n  (for  there  we  all  apply 

For  help,  when  there's  no  other  nigh) 

She  offers  up  her  'virgin  pray'r, 

(Can  virgins  pray  unpitied  there  ?) 

And  v/hen  the  God  thinks  he  has  caught  her. 

Slips  thro'  his  hands,  and  runs  to  water. 

Becomes  2ifireamy  in  which  the  Poet, 

If  he  has  any  wit,  may  fnew  it. 

A  city  once  for  pow'r  renown'd. 
Now  levell'd  even  to  the  ground. 
Beyond  all  doubt  is  a  direflion 
To  introduce  iom^fne  refledion. 

Ah,  vioefulme!  Ah,  --woeful  man  ! 
Ahf  nvoeful  all !  do  all  <zve  can  ! 
Who  can  on  earthly  things  depend 
From  one  to  t'  other  moment's  end  ? 
Honour,  Wit,  Genius,  Wealth,  and  Glory, 
Good  lack  !  good  lack  !  are  tranfitory  ; 

Nothing 
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Noth:ng  is  fure  and  ftable  found. 

The  very  earth  itlelf  turns  round. 

Monarchsy  nay  Miniflers  mull  die, 

Muft  roty  mM^Jiink — Ah,  me  !  ah,  ^ivhy  ! 

Cities  themfelves  in  time  decay. 

If  cities  thus — Ah,  <^ell-a-day  I 

If  brick  and  mortar  have  an  end. 

On  what  czxifiejh  and  blood  depend  ! 

Ahy  njjoeful  me  /  Ah,  njjoeful  man  ! 

Ahy  ivceful  all  !  do  all  <ive  can  ! 

England  (for  that's  at  lall  the  fcene, 
Tho'  worlds  on  worlds  ihould  rife  between. 
Whither  we  mufi  cur  courfe  purfue) 
England  fhould  call  into  review 
Times  long  fmce  paft  indeed,  but  not 
Ey  Englilhmen  to  be  forgot, 
Tho'  England,  once  fo  dear  to  Fame, 
Sinks  in  Great  Britain's  dearer  nojne. 

Here  could  we  mention  chiefs  of  old, 
l\\  plain  and  rugged  honour  bold. 
To  Virtue  kind,  to  Vice  fevere. 
Strangers  to  bribery  and  fear. 
Who  kept  no  wretched  clans  in  awe, 
Vvho  never  broke  or  •xf/zr/'rf'the  law  ; 
PatriotSy  v/hom,  in  her  better  days. 
Old  Rome  might  have  been  proud  to  raife  ; 
Who,  fleady  to  their  Country's  claim. 
Boldly  Hood  up  in  Freedomh  name. 
E'en  to  the  teeth  of  Tyrant  Pride, 
And  when  they  could  no  more,  they  died. 

There 
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There  [Jlr iking  contraft  /)  might  we  pLicc 

A  fervile,  mean,  degen'rate  race. 

Hirelings,  who  valued  nought  but  gold. 

By  the  bert  bidder  bought  and  fold  ; 

Truants  from  Honour's  facred  laws, 

Betrayers  of  tlieir  Country's  caufe  ; 

The  dupes  of  party,  tools  of  pow'r. 

Slaves  to  the  mln'wn  cf  an  hcur  ; 

Lacquies,  who  watch'd  2ifa-vouritt'^  nod. 

And  took  2i  puppet  for  their  God. 
Sincere  and  honeft  in  our  rimes. 

How  might  we  praife  thefe  happier  times  ! 

How  might  the  Mufe  exalt  her  lays. 

And  wanton  in  a  Monarch's  praife  ! 

Tell  of  a  Prince  in  England  born, 
Whofe  virtues  England's  crov/n  adorn  ; 
In  youth  a  pattern  unto  age. 
So  chailc,  fo  pious,  and  fo  fage ; 
Vv^ho  true  to  all  thofe  facred  bands 
Which  private  happinefs  demands. 
Yet  never  lets  them  rife  above 
The  llronger  ties  of  public  love. 

With  confcious  pride  fee  England  Hand, 
Our  holy  Charter  in  her  hand. 
She  waves  it  round,  and  o'er  the  ifle 
See  Liberty  2iXidi  Courage  fmile. 
No  more  fhe  mourns  her  treafures  hurl'd 
Infubfidics  to  all  the  world  ; 
No  more  by  foreign  threats  difmay'd. 
No  more  deceiv'd  with  foreign  aid. 


She 
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She  deals  out  funis  Xq  petty  States, 
Whom  Honour  fcorns,  and  Reafon  hates  ; 
But,  wifer  by  experience  grown. 
Finds  fafety  in  herfelf  alone. 

Whihl  thus,  Ihe  cries,  my  children  fland. 
An  honeft,  valiant,  nati^ue  band, 
A  train'd   Militia,  brave  and  free. 
True  to  their  King,  and  true  to  Me,. 
'No/breign  hirelings  Ihali  be  known. 
Nor  need  we  hirelings  of  our  ovjn. 
Under  a  juft  and  pious  reign 
I'he  Statefman's  fophiflry  is  vain  ; 
Vain  is  each  vile  corrupt  pretence, 
Thefe  are  my  natural  defence  ; 
Their  Faith  I  knov/,  and  they  fhall  prove 
The  bulwark  of  the  King  they  love. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  befide. 
Did  we  confult  a  Poet's  pride. 
Some  gay,  fome  ferious,  might  be  faid. 
But  ten  to  one  they'd  not  be  read  ; 
Or  were  they  by  fome  curious  few. 
Not  even  thofe  would  think  them  true. 
For,  from  the  time  that  Jubal  firft 
Sweet  ditties  to  the  harp  rehears'd. 
Poets  have  always  been  fufpedied 
Of  having  truth  in  rime  negleded. 
That  Bard  except,  who  from  his  youth 
Equally  fam'd  iox  faith  and  triuhy 
By  prudence  taught,  in  courtly  chime 
To  courtly  ears  brought  Truth  in  Rime* 

Sut 
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But  tho'  to  Poets  we  allow. 
No  matter  when  acquir'd  or  hovv. 
From  Truth  unbounded  deviation. 
Which  cullom  calls  hnag'mationy 
Yet  can't  they  be  fuppos'd  to  lye 
One-half  fo  fal.:  as  Fame  can  fly. 
Therefore  (to  folve  this  C-oniian  knot, 
A  point  we  almoft  had  forgot) 
To  courteous  readers  be  it  known. 
That  fond  of  verfe  and  falfhood  grown, 
Whilft  v/e  in  fvveet  digreilion  fung. 
Fame  check'd  her  flight,  and  held  her  tongue. 
And  now  purfues  with  double  force 
And  double  Ipced  her  deilin'd  courfe  ; 
Nor  itops,  till  Ihe  the  place  arrives 
Where  Genius  llarves,  and  Dullnefs  thrives  ; 
Where  riches  virtue  are  efteem'd. 
And  craft  is  trueft  wifdom  deem'd  ; 
Where  Commerce  proudly  rears  her  throne 
In  ilate  to  ether  lands  unknown  ; 
Where  to  be  cheated,  and  to  cheat. 
Strangers  from  ev'ry  quarter  meet  ; 
Where  Chrniians,  Jews,  and  Turks  fliake  hands. 
United  in  cormnercial  bands. 
All  of  one  faith,  and  that,  to  own 
No  God  but  Interefl  alone. 

V/hen  gods  and  gcddefles  come  down 
To  look  about  them  here  in  tov/n, 
(For  change  of  air  is  underftood 
By  Sons  of  Phyfic  to  be  good. 

In 
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In  due  proportions  now  and  then 
For  thefe  fame  gods  as  well  as   men) 
By  cuflom  nii'd,  and  not  a  Poet 
So  very  dull,  but  he  mail  know  it. 
In  ord.r  to  remain  t'/icog. 
They  always  travel  in  a  fog. 
For  if  we  Majefty  expofe 
To  vulgar  eyes,  too  cheap  it  grows; 
The  force  is  icil,  and  f^rx^e  from  awe, 
V/e  fpy  and  cenfuie  ev'ry  Raw. 
But  well  preferv'd  from  public  view. 
It  always  breaks  forth  frefn  and  nev/; 
Fierce  as  the  Sun  in  all  his  pride. 
It  fiiines,  and  net  a  fpot's  defcried. 

Was  Jove  to  lay  his  thunder  by. 
And  with  his  brethren  of  the  (ky 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  frilk  about. 
Like  chattering  N***,  from  rout  to  rout. 
He  would  be  found,  v/ith  all  his  hoit, 
A  nine  days  wonder  at  the  mole. 
Would  v/e  in  trim  our  honours  wear. 
We  mud  preier\e  them  from  the  air : 
What  is  familiar,  men  neghil. 
However  worthy  of  refpecl. 
Did  they  not  find  a  certain  friend 
In  novelty  to  recommend, 
(Such  we  by  fad  experience  find 
The  wretched  folly  of  mankind) 
1'enus  might  unattractive  ihine. 
And  H***  fix  no  eyes  but  mi/jf. 

Vol.  LX\  I.  N  But 
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But  Fame,  who  never  car'd  a  jot 
Whether  fhe  was  admir'd  or  not. 
And  never  blufh'd  to  (hew  her  face 
At  any  time  in  any  place. 
In  her  own  fliape,  v/ithout  difguife. 
And  vifible  to  mortal  eyes. 
On  'Change,  exadt  at  feven  o'clock. 
Alighted  on  the  ^-Lveather- cocky 
Which,  planted  there  time  out  of  mind. 
To  note  the  changes  of  the  v/ind. 
Might  no  improper  emblem  be 
Of  her  own  mutability. 

Thrice  did  ff^e  found  her  Trum.p  (the  fame 
V/hich  from  the  firll  belong'd  to  Fame, 
An  old  ill-/a'vour''d  inftrument 
AA'ith  which  the  goddefs  was  content, 
Tho'  under  a  pditer  race, 
Bag-p'pes  might  well  fupply  its  place) 
And  thrice  awaken'd  by  the  found, 
A  gcn'ral  din  prevail'd  around, 
Confufion  thro'  the  City  pal^. 
And  Fear  befcrode  the  dreadful  blaft. 

T\iok  fragr a?: t  currenis,  which  we  meet 
Difliliing  foft  thro'  ev'ry  flreet. 
Affrighted  from  the  ufual  courfe. 
Ran  murin'ring  upwards  to  their  fource  ; 
Statues  wept  tears  of  blood,  as  lall 
As  when  a  Ca^far  breath'd  his  laft ; 
Horfes,  which  always  us'd  to  go 
A  foot -pace  in  my  Lord  Majcr's  Sbci<j, 

hrpetnetcs 
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impetuous  from  their  liable  broke. 

And  Alderman  and  Oxen  fpoke. 

Halls  felt  the  force,  icw'rs  fticok  around; 

And  j?sep/es  nodded  to  the  ground  ; 

St.  Paul  himfelf  (itrange  fight!)   was  feen 

To  bow  as  humbly  as  the  Dean. 

The  Manf.on-Houje^  for  ever  pjac'd 

A  mor.urnent  of  Ciiy  T afte. 

Trembled,  and  feem'd  aloud  to  groan 

Thro'  all  that  hidtous  \'\  eig.it  cf  ftone. 
To  ftill  the  found,  or  fcop  her  ears. 
Remove  the  caufe  or  f  nfe  of  fears, 
Phyfic,  in  coUeye  feated  high. 
Would  any  thirg  but  fned'cim  try. 
No  more  in  Pewt'rers-Hall  *  vva^  heard 
The  proper  force  of  ev'ry  word  ; 
T'hofe  feats  were  defolate  become, 
A  haplefs  Elocution  dumb. 
Form.,  Ciiy-borfi,  and  Ciiy-ired, 
By  ftridt  dccormn  ever  led. 
Who  threefcore  years  had  kncv/n  the  gr^icc 
Of  otie,  dull,  fcijf'y  unnjaried  pace. 
Terror  prevailing  over  Pride, 
Was  fj;en  to  take  a  larger  ftride  ; 
Worn  to  the  bene,  and  cloath'd  in  rr.gs. 
See  Av'rice  clofer  hug  his  bags  ; 
With  her  own  weight  unwieldy  grown. 
See  Credit  totter  on  her  throne  ; 


^T) 


*  V/here  Mr. 

Sheridan,   at   this   period. 

read   Lectures  on 

ilocuiion. 

N  2  ■ 

Virtu- 
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Virtue  alone,  had  fhe  been  there, 

Th:;  mighty  found,  unmov'J,  could  bear. 

Up  from  the  gorgeous  bed,  where  FiUc 
Dooms  annual  fools  to  lleep  in  Hate, 
To  fleep  fo  found  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  fancy  can  provoke  a  dream. 
Great  Dullman  Parted  at  the  found, 
Gap'J,  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  Har'd  arou«d. 
Much  did  he  wiih  to  knew,  much  fear 
Whence  founds  fo  horrid  flruck  his  ear. 
So  much  unlike  thcfe  peaceful  notes, 
1  hat  equal  harniony  which  iloais 
On  th^  dull  wing  of  City  air. 
Grave  prelude  to  a  feait  or  frar  : 
Much  did  he  inly  ruminate 
Concerning  the  decrees  cf  Fate, 
Revolving,  tho'  to  little  end. 
What  this  fame  trumpet  might  portend . 

Could  the  French — no — that  could  not  be 
Under  Bute's  afii<ve  minillry. 
Too  n.vatc/:fi.l  to  be  fo  deceived. 
Have  lloien  hither  unperceiv'd  ? 
To  Newfoundland  indeed,  we  know. 
Fleets  of  war  uncbferv'd  may  go ; 
Or,  if  obferv'd,  may  be  fuppos'd. 
At  intervals  when  Reafon  doz'd, 
Ko  ether  point  in  view  to  bear 
But  pleafure,  health,  and  change  of  air. 
But  Rcalon  ne'er  could  ileep  fo  found 
To  let  an  enemy  be  found 
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In  oar  Land's  heart,  ere  it  was  known 
They  had  departed  from  their  own. 

Or  could  his  fiiccejfcr  (ambition 
Is  ever  haunted  with  fufpicion) 
His  d.2i\'mgfiucejjcr  elect. 
All  cufcoms,  rules,  and  forms  rejed. 
And  aim,  regardiefs  of  the  crime. 
To  feize  the  chair  before  his  time  ? 

Or  (deeming  this  the  lucky  hour. 
Seeing  his  countrymen  in  pow'r, 
Tbofe  countrymen  y  who,  from  the  fir  ft. 
In  tumults  and  rebellion  nurs'd, 
Howe'er  they  wear  the  mafk  of  art, 
Si  till  lo'-je  a  Stuart  in  their  heart) 

Cculd  Scottifa  Charles 

Conjecture  thus. 

That  mental  Ignis  Fatuus, 

Led  his  poor  brains  a  weary  dance 

From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 

'Till  Informauon  (in  the  fhape 

OF  Chaplain  learned,  good  Sir  Crape, 

A  I-izv",  lounging,  pam.per'd  priefr. 

Well  known  at  ev'ry  City  feall. 

For  he  was  feen  much  oft'ner  there 

Than  in  the  Houfe  of  God  at  Pray'r  ; 

Who  always  ready  in  his  place. 

Ne'er  let  God's  creatures  wait  for  grace, 

Tho',  as  the  beft  hlilorians  write, 

Lef:  fam'd  for  Faith  than  Appetite, 

N  3  His 
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His  difpofition  to  reveal,    > 

'i  he  grace  was  fliort,  and  long  the  me  .1  ; 

Who  ahvays  would  exccis  admit. 

If  Haunch  or  Turtle  came  with  it. 

And  ne'er  erv^ag'd  in  the  defence 

Of  felf-denying  abllinence. 

When  he  could  fortunately  meet 

With  any  thing  he  lik'd  to  cat  ; 

Who  knew  that  Wine,  on  Scripture  plan. 
Was  made  to  chear  the  heart  of  man  ; 

Knew  too,  by  long  experience  taught, 

Tnat  chearfulnefs  was  kiil'd  by  thought ; 

And  from  thofe  premifcs  collected, 

( vV  hich  few  peraaps  would  have  fufpeded) 

That  none,  who  with  due  (hare  of  fenfe 

GbkTv'd  the  ways  of  Providencc^ 

Could  with  iafc  confcience  leave  cfF  drinking, 

'Till  they  had  loir  the  pow'r  of  thinking  ; 

With  eyes  half-clos'd  came  nxaddhng  in. 

And,  having  Ikok'd  his  double  chiny 

(That  chin,  whofe  credit  to  maintain 

Againfr  the  fo^ffs  of  the  prof^n^. 

Had  coft  him  more  than  ever  State 

Paid  for  a  peer  EleSi crate, 

\^'hich  after  all  the  colt  and  rout 

It  had  been  belter  much  without) 

briefiy,   (for  breakfaj},  ycu  mull  know. 

Was  waiting  all  the  while  belcvv) 

Related,  bowLig  to  the  ground, 

'i  he  caufe  ct  i)^'.-<x<  uncommon  found  ; 


Related 
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Related  tco,  that  at  the  door, 
Pomporo,  Piaufible,  and  Moore  *, 
Begg'd  that  Fame  might  not  be  allow'd 
Their  fhame  to  publilh  to  the  crowd ; 
That  fome  new  laws  he  would  provide, 
(If  old  could  not  be  mifapplied. 
With  as  much  eafe  and  I'afsty  there. 
As  they  are  miiiipplied  elfeivhere) 
By  n.vhich  it  might  be  conftrued  treafon 
In  Man  to  exercife  his  reafon  j 
IFhich  might  ii7genioii/ly  devife 
One  punifliment  for  truth  and  lies; 
And  fairly  prove,  when  they  had  done. 
That  Truth  and  Fahhood  were  but  one ; 
Which  Juries  muft  indeed  retain, 
Eut  their  efteft  fhould  render  vain. 
Making  all  real  pow'r  to  reit 
In  one  corrupted  rotten  hreaj}. 
By  \vYio{efaIfe  glofs  the  very  Bible 
Might  be  interpreted  a  libel. 

Moore,   (who,  his  rev'rence  to  fave, 
Pleaded  the  Fool  to  fcreen  the  Knave, 
Tho'  all,  who  witnefs'd  on  his  part. 
Swore  for  his  ,6^^</ again  ft  his  heart) 
Had  taken  down,  from  firft  to  lali, 
A  jull:  account  of  all  that  paft; 
Buc,  fmce  the  gracious  will  of  FatCy 
Who  maik'd  the  child  for  wealth  and  flatc 

*   A  Cle'-^yman,  who  unluckily  involved  himfelf  in  tlie  Cock- 
Lane  Glio;!  impofiiion. 

N  4  r/en 
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E'en  in  the  cradle,  had  decreed 

The  mighty  Dullman  ne'er  fnould  read. 

That  oftice  of  d'fgrace  to  bear 

' ^\\z  fmccth'lipp'* d  Plaufible  was  there. 

FromH*****  e'en  to  Clerkenwell 

Who  knows  Xi^\  fmocth-lipp^ d  Piaufible  ? 

A  preacher  deem'd  of  greateil  note. 

For  preaching  that  which  others  wrote. 

Had  DuUman  now  (and  fools  we  fee 
Seldom  want  curiofity) 
Confented  (but  the  mourning  Jhade 
Of  Gafcoyne  *  haften'd  to  his  aid. 
And  in  his  hand,  what  could  he  more  ? 
Triumphant  Canning's  picture  bore) 
That  our  three  heroes  fiiould  advance. 
And  read  their  cc?nical  romance. 
Plow  rich  a  feaft,  what  royal  fare 
We  for  our  readers  might  prepare  ! 
So  rich,  and  yet  fo  fafe  a  feaft. 
That  no  one fcre'-gn  blatant  beafl. 
Within  the   purlieus  of  the  l:x<vj 
Should  dare  thereon  to  lay  his  paw. 
And,  gro-xv!ing,  cry,  with  furly  tone. 
Keep  off —  this  fcr.Ji  is  all  my  o-t'jn. 

Bending  to  earth  the  downcail  eye* 
Or  planting  it  againll:  the  fky. 
As  one  immers'd  in  deepeH:  thought. 
Or  with  {o\Y.<^  holy  vifion  caught, 

*  Sir  Crifp  Gafcoyne, 
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Kis  hands,  to  aid  the  traitor's  art. 

Devoutly  folded  o'er  his  heart. 

Here  Moore,  in  fraud  well  fkill'd,  fliould  go, 

Jll  Saint,   with  folemn  Hep  and  fiow. 

O  that  Religion's  facred  name. 

Meant  to  infpire  the  pureil  fiame, 

A  proititute  Ihculd  ever  be 

To  that  arch  fiend  Hypocrify, 

Where  we  find  ev'ry  other  vice 

Crown'd  v/ith  dariui' d  fneaking  co-ixardice  I 

Bold  fm  reclaim'd  is  often  fcen  ; 

Paft  hope  that  man,  nxho  dares  he  7nean, 

There  full  o'i  fic^h,  ard  full  of  grace, 
Wiih  that  _/;:£:  round  unmeaning  face 
Which  Nature  gives  to  fons  of  earth 
Vv'hom  fne  defigns  for  eafe  and  mirth. 
Should  the  prim  Plaufible  be  feen. 
Obferve  his  llilr  afrected  mien  ; 
'Gainft  Nature,  arm'd  by  Gravity, 
His  features  too  in  buckle  fee  ; 
Scc  what  with  fancllty  he  reads, 
Wiih  what  Devotion  tells  his  beads  ! 
Now  Pn.'phet,  fliew  me,  by  thine  art. 
What's  the  Religion  of  his  heart  ; 
Shew  there,  if  truth  thou  can'il  unfold. 
Religion  center'd  all  in  gold  ; 
Sliew  him,  nor  fear  corredicn's  rod. 
As  falfe  X.0  friendjhip,  as  to  God. 

horrid,   ipjivicldy,  nxilhoid  fa  r.t, 
Sci-Viip-i^,  as  ocean  in  a  uorm, 

o/ 
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Of  ft%c  prodigious y  in  the  rear. 

That  poji  of  honour,  flioiild  appear 

Pompoib;  Fa??ie  around  ihould  tell 

How  he  a  flave  to  int'rell  fell  ; 

How,  for  integrity  rcnown'd. 

Which  bookfellers  have  often  found. 

He  ^Qv  fuhfcrihers  baits  his  hook. 

And  trikes  their  cafh — but  wherc's  the  book  r 

No   matter  where — Wife  fear,  we  know. 

Forbids  the  robbing  of  a  foe  ; 

But  what,  to  ferve  our  private  ends. 

Forbids  the  cheating  of  our  friends  ? 

No  man  alive*  who  would  not  fwear 

AlVsfafe,  and  therefore  hc/ief  there. 

For,  fpite  of  all  the  learned  fay. 

If  we  to  truth  attention  pay. 

The  word  Dijhonefy  is  meant 

For  nothing  elfe  hvX  pimijh7nent. 

Fame  too  fliould  t£ll,  nor  heed  the  threat 

Of  rogues,  who  brother  rogues  abet, 

N  :r  tremble  at  the  terrors  hung 

Aloft,  to  make  her  hold  her  tongue y 

How  to  all  principles  untrue. 

Not  fix'd  to  old  friends,  nor  to  neiv^ 

He  damns  the  penfcn  which  he  takes. 

And  loves  the  Stuart  he  forfakes. 

Nature  (v.'ho  juftly  regular 

Is  very  feldom  known  to  err. 

But  now  and  then  mjporti've  woody 

As  fome  rude  wits  have  underltood. 


Or 
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Or  through  much  ^I'crk  required  in  hajle. 
Is  v/ith  a  randcni  liroke  difgrsc'd) 
Pompcfo,  term  u  on  ^'cubtful  TpXdiXi, 
Not  quite  a  bcajly   nor  quite  a  ^-w^?;/. 
Like—  G(:4^  kjio^vs  n<:hat — icr  never  yet 
Could  the  moil  fubtle  human  wit 
Find  out  a  monfler,  which  might  be 
The  ihadovv  of  2.Jimile. 

These  Three,  these  Great,  these  mighty 
Nor  can  the  Poet'^s  truth  agree,  [Three, 

Hov\'e'er  report  hath  done  him  wrong. 
And  warp'd  the  purpofe  of  his  fong, 
Araongil  the  refufe  of  their  race. 
The  fons  of  infamy,  to  place 
That  open,  gen'rous,  marj'y  mind 
Which  we.'viiih  joy  in  Aldrich  find. 
Thefe  Three,  who  now  are  faintly  fhewn, 
Juft  fketch'd,  and  fcarcely  to  be  known, 
if  Dullman  their  reqiieft  had  heard, 
in  ilronger  colours  had  appear'd  ; 
And  friends,  tho'  partial,  at  firil  view, 
Sbudcrringy  had  own'd  the  picture  true. 

But  had  their  Journal  been  difplay'd. 
And  the  v.  hole  proccf?  open  laid. 
What  a  vali  unexhaulled  field 
For  mirth  mail  fuch  a  Journal  yield  I 
In  her  own  anger  Ilrongly  charm'd, 
'Gainit  hope,  'gainli  fear  by  confcicnce  arm'd. 
Then  had  bold  Satire  made  her  way, 
K/iighis,  Lords,  and  Dukesy  her  dellin'd  prey. 

Eut 
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But  Prudence,  ever  facred  name 
To  thofe  who  feel  not  Virtue's  flame. 
Or  only  feel  it  at  the  bert 
As  the  dull  dupe  of  intercjly 
Whifpcr'd  aloud  (for  this  we  find 
A  curtom  current  with  mankind. 
So  loud  to  whifper,  that  each  word 
May  all  around  be  plainly  heard. 
And  Prudence  fure  would  never  mifs 
A  cuflom  fo  contriv'd  as  this 
Her  candour  to  fccure,  yet  aim 
Sure  death  againfl  another's  fame) 
Knights,  Lords,  and  Dukes — mad  wretch,  forbear. 
Dangers  unthought  of  ambufh  there  ; 
Confine  thy  rage  to  weaker  flaves. 
Laugh  2X  fmall fools ,  and  lafl-i /wrt// Xv/.s'c-r.f, 
But  never,  helplefs,  mean,  and  poor, 
Rufh  on,  where  laws  cannot  fccure  ; 
Nor  think  thyfelf,  miftaken  youth. 
Secure  in  principles  of  truth. 
Truth  !  Wny,  fhall  ev'ry  wretch  of  letter* 
Dare  to  fpeak  truth  againil  his  betters  ! 
Let  ragged  Virtue  Hand  alcof. 
Nor  mutter  accerits  of  reproof; 
Let  ragged  Wit  a  mute  become. 
When  wealth  and  pow'r  would  have  hrr  dumb. 
For  who  the  devil  doth  not  know. 
That  titles  and  cflatcs  befuow 
An  ample  flock,  Vvhcrc'er  they  fall. 
Of  graces  which  we  mental  call  f 

Be{rc"arsj 
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Beggars,  in  ev'ry  age  and  nation. 
Are  rogues  and  i'oois  by  fituation  ; 
The  rich  and  great  are  underftood 
1  o  be  of  ccuri'e  both  wife  and  good. 
Ccnfalt  then  int'reil:  more  than  pride, 
Difcreetly  take  the  Wronger  fide  ; 
Lefert  in  tinie  the  fimpie  few. 
Who  Virtue's  barren  path  purfue ; 

Adopt  my  maxims follow  me 

To  Baal  bow  the  prudent  knee  ; 
Deny  thy  God,  betray  thy  friend. 
At  BaaPs  altars  hourly  bend  ; 
So  fhalt  thou  rich  and  great  be  feen  ; 
To  be  great  no-w,  you  muil:  be  mean. 

Hence,  Tempter y  to  fome  weaker  foul. 
Which  fear  and  incereft  contrcul  ; 
Vainly  thy  precepts  are  addrels'd. 
Where  Virtue  Heels  the  Iteady  breaft. 
Thro'  meannefs  wade  to  boailed  pcw'r. 
Thro*  guilt  repeated  ev'ry  hour ; 
What  is  thy  gain,  when  all  is  done. 
What  mighty  laurels  haft  thou  won  ? 
Dull  crowds,  to  whom  the  heart's  unknown, 
Praife  thee  for  virtues  not  thy  own ; 
But  will,  at  once  man's  fcourge  and  friend. 
Impartial  Confciencc  too  commend  ? 
From  her  reproaches  can'ft  thou  fly  ? 
Can'ft  thou  with  worlds  her  filence  buy  ? 
Believe  it  not— her  flings  fnall  find 
A  palTage  to  thy  cG-\K:ard  mind. 

There. 


I90  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

7'here  fhall  flie  fix  her  fliarpeft  dart. 
There  (hew  thee  truly,  as  thou  art, 
Unknonxn  to  thcfe,  by  nvkcm  thcurtpriz,''di 
Knonun  to  thy/elf  to  be  dcjpis^d. 

The  man  who  weds  the  facred  Mufe, 
Difdains  all  mercenary  views. 
And  he  who  \  irtue's  throne  would  rear. 
Laughs  at  the  phantoms  rais'd  by  fear. 
Tho'  roliyy  rob'd  in  purple,  IhinL^s, 
Tho'  Vice  tyi^^xxix^  Perunjian  mines, 
Yet  fliall  they  tremble,  and  turn  pale. 
When  Satire  wields  her  mighty  flail ; 
Or  fnould  they,  of  rebuke  afraid. 
With  Meiccmbc  feek  hell's  dcepeil  fhade. 
Satire,  ftill  mindful  of  her  aim. 
Shall  bring  the  cowards  back  to  fname. 

Hated  by  many,  lov'd  by  fsw. 
Above  each  little  private  view, 
Honell:,  tho'  poor,   (and  who  Ihall  dare 
To  difappoint  my  boaiiing  there?) 
Hardy  and  refolute,  tho'  weak. 
The  didates  of  my  heart  to  fpeak. 
Willing  1  bend  at  Satire's  th^-one  j 
What  pow'r  I  have,  be  all  her  own. 
Nor  fliall  yon'  lan,vyer^s  fpecious  art, 
Confcious  of  a  corrupted  heart. 
Create  imaginary  fear. 
To  damp  us  in  our  bold  career. 
Why  fliould  we  fear  ?  and  what  ?  The  laws  ? 
They  all  are  arm'd  in  Virtue's  caufej 
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And  aiming  at  the  relf-fame  end. 
Satire  is  always  Virtue's  friend  : 
Kor  fhall  that  Mufe,  whofe  honefl  rage. 
In  a  corrupt  degen'rate  age, 
(When  dead  to  ev'ry  nicer  ienfe. 
Deep  lunk  in  vice  and  indolence. 
The  Spirit  of  old  Rome  was  broke 
Beneath  the  tyrant  fiddler^ s  yoke) 
Banifii'd  the  rofe  from  Nero's  cheek. 
Under  a  Brunfwick  fear  to  fpeak. 

Drawn  by  Conceit  from  Reafon's  plan. 
How  vain  is  x.\i?iX poor  creature,  Man  1 
Kow  pleas'd  is  ev'ry  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing  himfelf ! 
After  my  promife  made  in  rime. 
And  meant  in  earncil  at  that  time. 
To  jog,  according  to  the  mode. 
In  one  dull  puce,  in  one  dull  road. 
What  but  that  curfe  of  heart  and  head 
To  this  digrejjion  could  have  led, 
W'hcre  plung'd,  in  vain  I  look  about. 

And  can't  Hay  in,  nor  well  get  out. 
Could  I,  whilil  Humour  held  the  quill. 

Could  I  digrefs  with  half  that  fkill. 

Could  I  with  half  that  Ikill  return. 

Which  we  fo  much  admire  in  Sterae; 
,  Where  each  di^rej/lon,  feeming  vain. 

And  only  fit  to  entertain. 

Is  found  on  better  recclledlion. 

To  have  a  juil  and  nice  connexion. 


T* 
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To  help  the  whole  with  wcnd'rous  art. 
Whence  it  feems  idly  to  depart ; 
Then.fhculd  our  readers  ne'er  accufe 
Thefe  wild  excurficns  of  the  Mufe, 
Ne'er  backward  turn  dull  pages  o'er 
To  recoiled  what  went  before  ; 
Deeply  imprefs'd,  and  ever  new. 
Each  image  pail  ihould  fiart  to  view. 
And  we  to  Duliman  now  come  in. 
As  if  we  r.e'er  had  abfent  been. 

Have  you  not  feen,  when  danger's  near. 
The  coward  cheek  turn  'wkite  with  fear  ? 
Have  you  not  feen,  when  danger's  iied. 
The  felf-lrime  cheek  with  joy  turn  red  ? 
Thefe  are  lo^v  fymptoms  which  we  find 
Fit  only  for  a  vulgar  mind. 
Where  hcneR  features,  void  of  art. 
Betray  the  feelings  of  the  heart  : 
Our  Dullman  with  a  face  v/as  biefs'd 
Where  no  one  paffion  was  expreL'd  ; 
His  eye,  in  ^.finejiupor  caught, 
Imply'd  a  plenteous  lack  of  thought ; 
Nor  was  one  line  that  whole  face  f:-en  in. 
Which  could  be  jullly  charg'd  with  meaning. 

To  Avarice  by  birth  ally'd, 
Debauch'd  by  marriage  into  pridSf 
In  age  grown  fond  of  youthful  fpcrts. 
Of  pomps,  of  vanities,  and  courts. 
And  by  fuccefs  too  mighty  made 
To  love  his  country  or  his  trade. 
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Stiu*  in  opinion  (no  rare  cafe 

With  blockheads  in  or  out  of  place) 

Too  weak,  a:nd  infolent  of  foul. 

To  futier  Reafcn's  jufi  contrcul. 

But  bending,  of  his  own  accord. 

To  that  trim  tranjient  tcy^  My  Lord  ; 

The  dupe  cf  Scots  (a  fatal  race, 

\VhQm  God  in  --ivrath  contriv'd  to  place. 

To  fcourge  our  crimes,  and  gali  cur  pride, 

A  conilant  thorn  in  England's  fice  ; 

Whom  firfr,  our  greatnefs  to  oppofe. 

He  in  his  vengeance  mark'd  for  foes  ; 

Then,  more  to  ferve  his  wrathful  ends. 

And  /?;<?;•<?  io  cur/e  us,  mark'd  ior /rieuc-j) 

Deep  in  the  State,  if  we  give  credit 

To  ht/^j  for  no  one  clle  e'er  laid  it ; 

Sworn  friend  of  great  ones  not  a  few, 

Tho'  he  their  titles  only  knew. 

And  thofe  (which  envious  of  his  breedi/.g 

Book-nj:onns  hi\'C  charg'd  to  want  of  reauii.g) 

Merely  to  i^iiQv^-  him  (elf  polite, 

Ke  never  would  pronounce  aright ; 

An  Orator  with  whom  a  hoil 

Of  thofe  which  Rome  and  Athens  boall. 

In  all  their  pride  might  not  contend ; 

WTiO,  with  no  povv^'rs  to  recom.mend, 

Whilii  Jackey  Hume,  and  Billy  Whiicliead, 

And  Dickey  Glover  fat  (!.t\\gT.icd, 

Could  fpeak  wlicie  days  in  Nature's  fpite, 

Jull  as  thofe  alle  Fevje-incti  v.rite. 

Vol.  LXVI.  U  Grcai 
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Great  Dullman  from  his  bed  arofe— 
Thrice  did  he  fpit— thrice  wip'd  his  nofe  — 
Thrice  ftrove  to  {mile — thrice  ilrove  to  frbv/n  — 
And  thrice  look'd  up—and  thrice  look'd  down- 
Then  filence  broke— Crape,  who  am  I  ? 
Crape  bcw'd,  and  fmil'd  an  arch  reply. 
Am  I  not.  Crape — I  am,  you  know. 
Above  all  thofe  who  are  belcw. 
Have  I  not  knowledge  f  and  for  otvV, 
I\loney  will  always  purchaie  it  ; 
Nor,  if  it  needful  lliould  be  found. 
Will  i  grudge  ten,  or  twenty  pound. 
For  which  the  whole  Hock  may  be  bought 
<j{  fcoLindrel  iKiits  not  worth  a  groat. 
But  leil  I  ihould  proceed  too  far, 
I'll  feel  my  friend  the  Min^jicvy 
(Great  men.  Crape,  muft  not  be  neglc<5lcd) 
How  he  in  this  point  is  ailcCted  ; 
For,  as  I  ftand  a  magiflrate, 
'Jo  ferve  him  firll,  and  next  the  State, 
Perhaps  he  m.ay  not  think  it  iit 
I'o  let  bis  magifiratcs  have  Vvit. 
Eoail  I  not,  at  this  very  hour, 
Thofe  large  efleds  which  troop  vvidi  pow'r  : 
Am  I  not  miglity  in  the  land  ? 
Do  not  I  fit,  whilfl  others  fland  ? 
Am  I  not  with  rich  garment.s  grac'd. 
In  feat  of  honour  always  plac'd  ? 
And  do  not  Cits  of  chief  degree, 
ler?,  bend  to  mc  ? 

Have 
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Have  I  not,  as  a  Ju'lice  ought. 
The  laws  fuch  wholcfome  rigour  taught. 
That  Fornication^  in  difgrace. 
Is  now  afraid  to  fhew  her  face. 
And  not  one  whore  thcfJi  walls  approaches, 
Unlefs  they  ride  in  our  own  coaches  ? 
And  (hall  this  Fame,   an  old  pcor  arumpct, 
Vvithcut  oar  licence  found  her  trumpet. 
And,  envious  of  our  City's  quiet. 
In  broad  day -light  blow  up  a  rict  ? 
\{  infolence  like  this  we  bear, 
Where  is  our  lUte  ?  our  ofiice  whrre  ? 
Fare-~j:cU  all  honours  of  our  reign, 
Faro-ivell  the  ndck-ennohling  Chain, 
Freedom's  kno-vjn  badge  o'er  all  the  globe, 
Fare-vjeli  the  fclemn-J -^reading  Pvcbe, 
Fare-ixell  the  SwQiA—fare^-wcll  the  ivTace, 
Fare^zvell  all  Title,  Pomp,  and  Place » 
Pvcmov'd  from  men  of  high  degree, 

(A  lofs  to  t/je.vi.  Crape,  not  to ///f ) 

Banifa'd  to  Chippenham,  or  to  Frome, 

Ijullman  once  more  ihall  p1y  the  Loom. 
Crape,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes, 

Duilman — the  Lrs/Vi— at  Chippenham— cries. 

If  there  be  Pow'rs  which  greatnifs  love, 

Wiiich  rule  beio^o.-^y  but  d-jjcil  o.hc^jr ^ 

Thcfe  Pow'rs  united  all  lliall  join 

To  contradicl  the  raCi  defigr. 

Sooner  ihall  ilajborn  Vv'iil  lay  down 

His  oppofition  with  hi; 
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Sooner  fhall  Temple  leave  the  road 
V/hich  leads  to  Virtue's  mean  abode, 
Sooner  fhall  Scots  this  country  quit. 
And  England's  foes" be  friends  to  Pitt, 
Than  Duilman,  from  his  grandeur  thrown. 
Shall  wander  out-cafl,  and  unknown. 
Sure  as  that  cane  (a  cane  there  ftood 
Near  to  a  tablcy  made  q{  ^vocd. 
Of  dry  fine  wood  a  table  made. 
By  fome  rare  artift  in  the  trade. 
Who  had  enjoy'd  immortal  praife 
If  he  had  liv'd  in  Homer's  days) 
Sure  as  that  canc^  which  once  was  feen, 
in  pride  of  life  all  frefh  and  green. 
The  banks  of  Indus  to  adorn  j 
Theny  of  its  leafy  honours  {hern. 
According  to  exa;lteft  rule. 
Was  falhion'd  by  the  workman's  tool. 
And  which  at  prcfent  we  behold 
Curioufiy  poliih'd,  crown'd  with  o&A/, 
With  gold  nx ell --jjr ought ;  fure  as  that  cane 
Shall  never  on  its  native  plain 
Strike  root  afrefh,  fhall  never  mere 
Flourifii  in  tav/ny  India's  fhore. 
So  fure  fnall  Duilman  and  his  race 
To  latell  times  this  itaticn  grace 

Duilman,  who  all  this  vshile  had  kept 
His  eye-lids  clos'd  as  if  he  flept, 
Now  looking  lledfaftly  on  Crnpc, 
imaii  fiiape — 

Crape, 
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Crape,  I  proteft,  you  feem  to  me 
To  have  difcharg'd  a  prophecy ; 
Tes—frcm  the  firit  it  doth  appear. 
Planted  by  Fate,  the  Dullmans  /jetre 
Have  a]\vays  held  a  quiet  reign. 
And  /jere  fliall  to  the  lafl  remain. 

Crape,  they're  all  wrong  about  this  G/jc/l — 
^Quite  on  the  wrong  fide  of  the  poft  — 
Blockheads y  to  take  it  in  their  head 
To  be  a  meffage  from  the  dead. 
For  that  by  miJJiQn  they  defign, 
A  word  not  half  fo  good  as  mine. 
Crape— -^'^rf  it  is— ftart  not  one  doubt— 
A  plot— 2.  plot — I've  found  it  cut. 

O  God  !— cries  Crape, — how  bleft  the  nation. 
Where  one  fen  boafts  fjch  penetration  1 

Crape,  I've  not  time  to  tell  you  nou' 
Whi^n  I  difcover'd  this,  or  bo-jj  ; 
To  Stentor  go— if  he's  not  there. 
His  place  let  Bully  Norton  bear — 
Cur  Ciiizens  to  council  cr.I! — 
Let  all  meet— 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 
.Let  the  three  vvitneilcs  attend 
With  allegat;ons  to  befriend. 
To  fwearjuil:  fo  much,  and  no  more. 
As  we  infirufl  them,  in  before. 

Stay— Crape— come  back — v. hat,  don't  you  fee 
Th'  clfjcrs  cf  this  difcovcry  ? 
Dul!man  all  care  and  toil  endures — 
The  pre ht.  Crape,  Vviil  all  bej 
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A  J\Iiirc  (for,  this  arduous  t.i(k 
Perform'd,  they'll  grant  vvhate'er  I  afK) 
A  Mitre  (and  perhaps  the  bell) 
Shall  thro'  my  intercil  make  thee  bkfl:. 
j*\ixl  at  this  time,  whtw  gracious  Fate 
Dooms  to  the  Scot  the  reins  of  State, 
Vv'ho  ii  more  lit  (and  for  your  ufe 
Vv^e  could  fome  inlUnces  produce) 
Of  England's  Church  to  be  the  Heady 
Ihan  you,  a  Frejhytcrian  bred  ? 
Eut  when  thus  mighty  you  arc  made. 
Unlike  the  brethren  c^l  ihy  trade. 
Be  grateful,  Crape,  and  let  me  not, 
Lik  o/^  Newcallle,  be  forgot . 

But  an  affair.  Crape,  of  this  fize 
V/iil  afrc  fi-om  Conduct  vail  fapplies ; 
It  mull  not,  as  the  vulgar  fay. 
Be  done  in  huggcr-mt-ggsr  way. 
Traitors  indeed  (and  that's  difcrcct) 
Who  hatch  the  plot,  in  private  meet ; 
They  fhculd  in  public  go,,  no  doubt, 
Whofe  bufmefi  is  to  find  it  out. 

Tc-m.orrovv — if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  out  fair  and  c'tar — 
P reclaim  a  grand  ProceJJunadt: — 
Be  all  the  City  pomp  d'.fp'ay'd. 
Let  the  Train-tands—Cr^VjQ  {hook  his  head — 
They  heard  the  truir.pct  zv,<}.  v/ere  lied — 
Vv'cil— cries  the  Kj>ight — if  that's  the  cafe, 
?cj  fcr-'jc.nis  Ciail  fupply  their  piact — 
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My  r^rvants — mine  alo7te — no  more 
Than  what  my  fervants  did  before^— 
Doft  not  remember.  Crape,  that  day. 
When,  Duihnan's  grandeur  to  difplay. 
As  all  too  fimple,  and  too  low. 
Our  City  friends  were  thruft  below, 
Whilfr,  as  more  worthy  of  cur  love. 
Courtiers  were  entertained  above  ? 
^J  eil  me,  who  waited  then  ?  and  how  ? 
Ivly  fervants — mine — and  why  not  now  ? 
In  halle  then.  Crape,  to  Stentor  go — 
But  fend  up  Hart,  who  waits  below; 
V.'idi  him,  till  you  return  again, 
(Reach  me  my jpeSiacics  and  ca^te) 
I'll  make  a  proof  how  I  advance  in 
My  new  accomplifhment  of  dancing. 

Not  quite  fo  faft  as  lightning  flies, 
V/ing'd  with  red  anger,  thro'  the  ikies ; 
>.'ot  quite  fo  fafr  as,   ftnt  by  Jove, 
Iris  defcends  on  wings  of  Love ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as  Terror  rides 
V>"hen  he  the  chafing  winds  beftrides  ; 
Crape  hobbled -^bat  his  mind  was  good — 
Coc'd  lie  go  faftcr  than  he  cou'd  ? 

Near  to  that  Tc^i^vW,  which,  as  we're  told. 
The  mighty  Julius  rais'd  of  old. 
Where  to  the  block  by  Juuice  led. 
The  rebel  Scot  hath  uften  bled, 
V/heie  arms  are  kept  fo  clean,  fo  bright, 
'Twcro  hn  they  fliould  be  foil'd  in  fight, 

Q  4  Wlierc 
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Where  brutes  oi  foreign  race  are  fnevvn 
By  brutes  much  greater  of  our  on.vn  ; 
Faft  by  the  crouded  Thames ^  is  found 
An  ample  fquare  of  facred  ground. 
Where  artlefs  Eloquence  prcfides. 
And  Nature  ev'ry  fcntence  guides. 

Here  Female  Parliaments  debate 
About  Religion,  Trade,  and  State  ; 
Here  ev'ry  Nair.d's  patriot  foul, 
Difdaining  foreign  bafe  controul, 
Defpifmg  French,  Ad'pi^m^  Erfc- 
Pours  forth  the  plain  old  Englijh  curfe. 
And  bears  aloft,  with  terrors  hung. 
The  honours  of  the  ^oulgar  tongue. 

Here  Stentor,  always  heard  with  awe. 
In  thund'ring  accents  deals  out  law. 
Twelve  furlongs  off  each  dreadful  word 
Was  plainly  acd  diliindly  heard. 
And  ev'ry  neighbour  liill  around 
Return'd  and  fwcll'd  the  mighty  found. 
The  loudcil  Virgin  of  the  ftream, 
Compar'd  with  khn,  would  filent  feem  ; 
Thames,   (who,  cnrng'd  to  find  his  courfe 
Oppos'd,  rolls  down  with  double  force, 
Agalnll:  the  Bridge  indignant  roars. 
And  lafiies  the  refounding  fnores) 
Compar'd  with  him.  at  Icweft  tide, 
Li  {ci\.t^  whifpcrs  fjems  to  glide. 

Hither  direaed  by  tas  noife, 
SvNeli'd  with  the  iiopc  or  future  joys. 


Thro* 
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Thro'  too  much  zeal  nnd  haile  made  lame,  ""■"'^  ^ 

The  re-v'rend  (lave  of  Dullman  came.  '^^  "^^ 

Stentor— with  fuch  a  ferious  air. 
With  fuch  a  face  of  yc/^/?z«  care. 
As  might  import  him  to  contain 
A  nation's  welfare  in  his  brain — 
Stentor— cries  Crape— I'm  hither  fent 
On  bufmefs  of  moll  high  intent,  '\'\ 

Great  Dullman's  Ox^ders  to  convey  ; 
Dullm.an  commands,  and  I  obey. 
Big  with  thcfe  throes  which  patriots  feeU  '-'-* 

And  lab'ring  for  the  common  weal,  - 

Some  fecret  which  forbids  him  reft, 
Tunillcs  and  tcjjcs  in  his  breail. 
Tumbles  and  tojjes  to  get  free  ; 
And  thus  the  Chief  commands  by  me. 

To-morrow,  if 'the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  cut  fair  and  clear — 
Proclaim  a  grand  Procejponacie — 
Be  all  the  City  pomp  difplay'd — 
Our  Citizens  to  council  call — 
-Let  all  meet—'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 


END    OF     THE    THIRD     T?00K, 


BOOK 


BOOK        IV. 


f^  0  XC  O  MB  S,  wlio  vainly  make  pretence 

To  romctliing  of  exalted  fenfe 
'Eovc  other  men,  and,  gra^vely  ^Lvi/'e, 
AfFcti  thofe  pieafures  to  dcfpifc, 
\Vhich,  merely  to  the  eye  conlin'd, 
Ering  no  improvement  to  the  mind, 
Jlail  at  all  pomp  :  They  v/ould  not  go 
For  millions  to  a  p:ippet-fiJon.v^ 
Nor  can  forgive  the  mighty  crime 
Of  countenancing /y;;^/c;;;/w^  ; 
Ko,  not  at  Covcnt-Garden,  where. 
Without  a  head  for  play  or  play'r. 
Or,  could  a  head  be  found  moH  fit. 
Without  one  play'r  to  fecond  it. 
They  mufl:,  obeying  FoUfs  call. 
Thrive  by  m.ere  fhcw,  or  not  at  all. 

With  thefe  gra'-cc  fops,  who  (blefs  their  brains) 
Moil  cruel  to  themfclves,  take  pains 
For  wretchednefs,  and  v/ould  be  thought 
Much  wifcr  than  a  wife  man  ought 
For  his  own  happinefs  to  be  ; 
Who,  what  th°y  hear,  and  v/hat  tlicy  k^. 
And  what  they  fmell,  and  tafte,  and  feci, 
Dillruil,  till  Reafon  fcts  her  fed. 

And, 
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And,  by  long  trains  of  confequences 
Enfur'd,  gives  ran<ftion  to  the  Sibyls  ; 
Who  would  not,  Heav'n  forbid  it  !   vvaflc 
One  liour  in  what  the  world  calls  Tc^fte, 
Nor  fondly  deign  to  laugh  or  cry, 
Unlefs  they  know  feme  reafon  why  ; 
With  thefe  graue  fops,  whcfe  fyilem  fscms 
To  give  -c.-^  certainty  for  dreams, 
Tiie  Eye  of  Man  is  underilocd 
As  for  no  other  purpofe  good 
Than  as  a  door,  thro'  which  of  courfe 
Their  paffage  croiiding  obje£ls  force, 
A  downright  ulher,  to  admit 
New-comers  to  the  court  of  Wit, 
(Good  Gravity,  forbear  thy  fpleen. 
When  I  fay  ll'ity  I  Wifdom  mean) 
Where  (fuch  the  praclice  cf  the  Court, 
V/hich  legal  precedents  fupport) 
Not  one  idea  is  allcw'd 
To  pafs  unquefiion'd  in  the  crowd, 
luit  ere  it  can  obtain  the  grace 
Of  holding  in  the  brain  a  place, 
i-efore  the  Chief  in  congregation 
r.lufl  ftand  2Lj:rici  exufiiumticn. 

Not  fuch  as  /i-c/f,  w'ho  Phyf.c  twirl, 
r-ull  fraught  with  death,  from  ev'ry  curl ; 
V\'ho  prove,  with  ail  becoming  Hate, 
Their  voice  to  be  the  voice  of  fate ; 
Prepar'dwith  'EJjcnce,  Drop,  and  hilly 
To  be  another  Ward,  or  Hill, 

Before 
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Before  they  can  obtain  their  ends. 

To  fign  death-warrants  for  their  friends. 

And  talents  vail  as  their's  employ, 

SccuJidian  artem  to  deflro\', 

Mufl  pafs  (or  laws  their  rage  reftrain) 

Before  the  Chiefs  of  War^-ujick-Lane. 

Thrice  happy  Laiie,  where  uncontroul'd, 

In/i;xyV  and  lethargy  grown  old, 

Ivioil  fit  to  take,  in  this  bleft  land. 

The  reins  which  fell  from  Wyndham's  hand. 

Her  lawful  throne  great  Dullnefs  rears, 

btili  more  herfelf  as  more  in  years ; 

Where  fhe  (and  who  Ihall  dare  deny 

Her  right,  when  Reeves  and  Chauncy's  by) 

Calling  to  mind,  in  ancient  time. 

One  Garth  Vv'ho  err'din  wit  and  rime. 

Ordains  from  henceforth  to  admit 

None  of  the  rebel  Sons  of  Wit, 

And  makes  it  her  peculiar  care 

That  Schombcrg  never  fhall  be  there. 

Not  fach  as  thofcy  whom  Felly  trains 
To  letters,  tho'  unblefs'd  with  brains  ; 
Who  delliitute  of  pcw'r  and  will 
To  learn,  are  kept  to  learning  frill  ; 
Whcfe  heads,  when  other  methods  fail. 
Receive  inftrudicn  from  the  tail, 
Becaufc  their  fires,  a  ccmmcn  cafe 
Which  brings  the  children  to  difgracc. 
Imagine  it  a  certain  rule. 
They  never  could  beget  a  fcol. 


Mil  II 
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MuH:  pafs,  cr  muft  compound  for,  ere 
The  Chaplain,  full  of  beef  and  prayV, 
Will  give  his  reverend  permit. 
Announcing  them  for  Orders  fit. 
So  that  the  Prelate  (what's  a  name  ? 
All  Prelates  now  are  much  the  fame) 
Ma/  with  a  confcience  fafe  and  quiet,- 
With  holy  hands  lay  on  that/^/. 
Which  doth  all  faculties  difpenfc. 
All  fanditji  all  faith,  alljenfe. 
Makes  Madan  quite  a  faint  appsar. 
And  makes  an  oracle  of  Cheere. 

Not  fuch  as  in  that  folemn  feat. 
Where  the  l!<'m  Ladies  hold  retreat. 
The  Ladies  Nine,  who,  as  we're  told. 
Scorning  thofe  haunts  they  lov'd  of  old. 
The  banks  of  i  fis  now  prefer. 
Nor  will  one  hour  from  Oxford  fiir, 
A^re  held  for  form  ;  which  Balaam's  afs 
As  well  as  Balaam's  felf  might  pafs. 
And  with  his  mafter  take  degrees. 
Could  he  contrive  to  pay  the  fees. 

Men  of  found  parts,  who,  deeply  read, 
O'erload  the  ftorehoufe  of  the  head 
With  furniture  they  ne'er  can  ufe. 
Cannot  forgive  our  rambling  Mufe 
This  wild  excurlion  ;  cannot  fee 
Why  Phjfc  and  Di--jinity, 
To  the  furprize  cf  all  beholders. 
Are  lugg'd  in  by  the  head  and  f'^culders  ', 
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Or  how,  in  any  point  of  v'l^w, 
Oxford  hath  any  thing  to  do  ; 
But  men  of  nice  and  fubtle  learning;. 
Remarkable  for  quick  difcerning, 
Thro*  fpeclacles  of  criric  mould, 
V/lthout  inuraclion,  will  behold 
That  we  a  method  here  have  got. 
To  ihcw  what  is,  by  what  is  net. 
And  that  our  drift  {pare?il/r-cys 
For  once  apart)  is  briefly  this. 

Within  the  Brain's  moil:  (ecrsl  cells 
A  certain  Lor^  Chief  Juftice  dwells 
Of  fov'reign  pow'r,  whom  one  and  all. 
With  common  voice,  vv-e  Reaicn  call ; 
Tho',  for  the  purpcies  of  fatire, 
A  name  in  truth  is  no  great  matter, 
Jeiieries  or  Mansfield,  v/hich  ycu  v»ill. 
It  means  a  herd  Chief  fujiice  ftill. 
Here^  fo  our  great  projcclors  fay. 
The  Senfes  all  mull:  homage  pay; 
hither  they  all  mufc  tribute  bring. 
And  proilrate  fail  before  their  King. 
Whatever  unto  them  is  brought. 
Is  carry 'd  on  the  wings  of  Thought 
Before  his  throne,  where,  in  full  liate, 
He  on  their  merits  holds  debate. 
Examines,  crofs-examines,  weighs 
Their  right  to  cenfure  or  to  prailc  ; 
Nor  doth  his  equal  voice  depend 
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Kor  can  or  flattery  or  force 
Divert  him  from  his  Iteady  courfe  ; 
The  channel  of  enquiry's  clear. 
No  j}m7n  exa?ninatic7i'<>  here. 

He,  upright  Juflicer,  no  doubt. 
Ad  libitum  puts  in  and  out, 
Adj ufts  and  fettles  in  a  trice 
V/hat  virtue  is,  and  what  is  vice. 
What  is  pcrfiidtion,  what  defed. 
What  we  mull:  chufe,  and  what  rcj;.^a  ; 
He  takes  upon  him  to  explain 
What  pleafure  is,  and  what  is  pain  ; 
Whiifi  v/e,  obedient  to  the  whim. 
And  relling  all  our  faith  on  him. 
True  members  of  the  Stoic  vv^eal, 
Muft  learn  to  think,  and  ceafe  to  iz(t\. 
This  glorious  fyllem  form'd,  for  Man 

To  praftil'e  when  and  how  he  can. 

If  the  five  Seni'js  in  alliance 

To  Reafon  hurl  a  proud  defiance. 

And,  tho'  oft  conquer 'd,  yet  unbroke. 

Endeavour  to  throw  off  that  yoke. 

Which  they  a  greater  llav'ry  held. 

Than  Jewilh  bondage  Vv'as  of  old  ; 

Or  if  they,  fomething  touch'd  wiih  fliame. 

Allow  him  to  retain  the  name 

Of  Royalty,  and,  as  in  fport. 

To  hold  a  mimic  formal  Court ; 

Permitted,  no  uncommon  thai"-. 

To  be  a  kind  of  Puppet  Ki.ig, 

And 
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And  fuiFcr'd  by  the  way  of  toy. 
To  hold  the  globe,  but  not  employ  ; 
Omy £;Jiem-mongerSy  ftruck  with  fear, 
PrognolHcate  deftrudion  near  ; 
All  things  to  anarchy  muH  run  ; 
1  he  little  world  of  Man's  undone. 

Nay  iliould  the  Ejey  that  niceil  cjenie, 
Negled  to  fend  intelligence 
Unto  the  Brain,  diilindl  and  clear. 
Of  all  that  paffes  in  her  fpherc  ; 
Should  fne  prefumptuous  joy  receive. 
Without  the  Uriderllaniing's  leave. 
They  deem  it  rank  and  daring  treafon 
Againll  the  monarchy  of  Pvcait^n, 
Not  thinking,  tho'  they're  ^jjona'rcus  wife,, 

That  few  have  Reajcdy  moilliave  Ejcs ; 
So  that  the  pleafures  of  the  Mind 

To  a  fmail  circle  are  ccn.in'd, 

Whilft  thcfe  which  to  the  Senfes  fail. 

Become  the  property  of  ail. 

iJeiides  (and  this. is  furc  a  cafe 

Not  much  at  prefent  cut  of  place) 

Where  Nature  Rcafon  doth  deny. 

No  art  can  that  defe^il  fupply  ; 

But  if  (for  it  is  our  intent 

Fairly  to  ftate  the  argument), 

A  Man  fhould  want  an  eye  or  two. 

The  remedy  is  fure,  tho'  new  ; 

The  cure's  at  hand— no  need  of  fear — 

For  proof —behold  the  Chevalier— 


As 
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As  well  prepar'd,  beyond  all  doubt. 
To  put  eyes  in,  as  put  them  out. 

But,  argument  apart,  which  tends 
T'  embitter  foes  and  fep'rate  friends, 
(Nor,  turn'd  apoftate  for  the  A'/W, 
Would  I,  tho'  bred  up  a  Divine, 
And  foe  of  courfe  to  P.eafon's  weal. 
Widen  that  breach  I  cannot  heal) 
By  his  own  fenfe  and  feelings  taught. 
In  fpeech  as  lib'ral  as  in  thought. 
Let  ev'ry  Man  enjoy  his  whim: 
What's  He  to  Me,  or  I  to  Him  ? 
Might  I,  tho'  never  rob'd  in  crininc^- 
A  ma:ter  of  this  weight  determine. 
No  penalties  fnould  fettled  be 
I'o  force  men  to  hypocrify. 
To  make  them  ape  an  aukward  zeal. 
And,  feeling  not,  pretend  to  feel. 
1  would  not  have,  might  fentence  relt 
Finally  fix'd  within  my  breail. 
E'en  Annet  cerfur'd  and  ccnfm'd, . 
Becaufe  we're  of  a  difr 'rent  mind. 

Nature,  who  in  her  act  moft  ix&Q, 
Herfelf  delights  in  Liberty, 
Profufe  in  love,  and,  without  bound,  , 
Pcurs  joy  on  ev'ry  creature  round  ; 
Whom  yet,  was  ev'jy  bounty  fned 
In  double  portions  on  our  head. 
We  could  net  truly  bounteouo  call, 
If -Freedom  did  not  crovvn  them  all.  . 

VoL.LXM.  P.  B»  , 
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By  Providence  forbid  to  liray, 
Bruies  never  can  miftake  their  v/^y  ; 
Determin'd  ftil],  they  plod  along 
By  inftindl,  neither  right  nor  wrong  j 
Eut  Man,  had  he  the  heart  to  ufa 
His  freedom,  hath  a  right  to  chufe  ; 
Whether  he  adls  or  well  or  ill, 
Depends  entirely  on  his  v/ill  : 
To  her  laft  v/ork,  her  fav'rite  Man, 
Is  giv'n  on  Nature's  better  plan 
A  privilege  in  pow'r  to  err. 
Nor  let  this  phrafe  refentment  ilir 
Amongft  the  grave  ones,  fmce  indeed> 
The  little  merit  Man  can  plead 
In  doing  well,  dependeth  ilill 
Upon  his  pow'r  of  doing  ill. 

Opinions  ihould  be  free  as  air  ; 
No  man,  whatever  his  rr^ik,  whate'cr 
His  qualities,  a  claim  can  found 
That  my  opinion  mud  be  bound. 
And  {quare  with  his ;  fuch  fiavilh  chains- 
From  foes  the  lib'ral  foul  difdains. 
Nor  can,  tho'  true  to  friendlhip,  bend 
To  wear  them  even  from  a  friend. 
Let  thcfe,  who  rigid  Judgment  own, 
Submiilive  bow  at  Judgment's  throne  ; 
And  if  they  of  no  value  hold 
Pleafure,  till  pleafure  is  grown  cold, 
I'aii'd  and  infipid,  forc'd  to  wait 
ircr  Judgment's  regular  debate 


To 
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To  give  it  warrant,  let  them  find 
Dull  fubjedls  {Waited  to  their  mind  ; 
Their's  be  flow  wifdom  :  Be  w^  plan 
To  live  as  merry  as  I  can, 
Rcgardlefs  as  the  fafliions  go. 
Whether  there's  reafon  for  't,  or  no  ; 
Bs  my  employment  here  on  earth 
To  give  a  lib'ral  fcope  to  mirth. 
Life's  barren  vale  v/ith  fiow'rs  t'  adorn. 
And  pluck  a  rofe  from  ev'ry  thorn. 

But  if,  by  Error  led  aftray, 
I  chance  to  wander  from  my  way. 
Let  no  blind  guide  obferve,  in  fpite, 
I'm  v.Tong,  who  cannot  fet  me  right. 
Ihat  Bo-fior  could  I  ne'er  endure, 
Vv"ho  found  difeafe,  and  not  a  cure  ; 
Nor  can  I  hold  that  man  a  friend, 
Whofe  zeal  a  helping  hand  fiiall  lend 
To  open  happy  FoUy's  eyes. 
And,  making  wretched,  make  me  wife  ; 
For  next,  a  truth  which  can't  admit 
Fveproof  from  Wifdom  or  from  Wit, 
To  6ei:'!g  happy  here  below. 
Is  to  hdl:e-ue  that  v/c  are  io. 

Some  few  in  km-T'Ae-dge  find  relief,  . 
I  place  my  ccmifcrt  in  belief. 
Some  for  Reality  may  call. 
Fancy  to  me  is  all  in  all. 
Iniagi nation,  tliro'  the  trick 
Cf  Dodlors,  often  makes  us  fick  ; 
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And  why,  let  any  Sophift  tell. 
May  it  not  likewife  make  us  well  ? 
This  am  I  fure,  whate'er  our  view. 
Whatever  ihadows  we  purfue, 
For  our  purfuits,  be  what  they  will. 
Are  little  more  than  fhadows  iiill. 
Too  Iwift  they  fly,  too  fwift  and  firong. 
For  man  to  catch,  or  hold  them  long. 
But  joys  which  in  the  Fancy  live. 
Each  moment  to  each  man  may  give. 
True  to  himfelf,  and  true  to  eaie. 
He  foftens  Fate's  levere  decrees. 
And  (can  a  mortal  wifn  for  more  ?) 
Creates,  and  makes  iiimfelf  nev/  o'er^ 
Mocks  boafted  vain  Reality, 
And  Is»  whate'er  he  wants  to  Be. 

Hail,  Fancy—to  tliy  pow'r  i  owe 
Deliv 'rar.ce  from  the  gripe  of  Woe  ; 
To  thee  I  owe  a  mighty  debt. 
Which  Gratitude  fhali  ne'ur  forget, 
Whilft  Mem'ry  can  her  force  employ, 
A  large  encreafe  of  ev'ry  joy. 
When  at  my  doors,  too  Ilrongly  barr'd, 
Authcriiy  had  plac'd  a  guard, 
A  kna-vip  guard,  ordain'd  by  Law 
To  keep  peer  HcncjJy  in  aw  e ; 
A-.ithorlty,  fevere  and  Hern, 
To  intercept  my  wilh'd  return  ; 
When  Foes  grew  proud,  and  Friends  grew  cool, 
Ar.d  laughter  feiz'd  each  fcber  fcol  ; 

Wiien 
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When  Candour  Harted  in  amaze. 

And,  meaning  cenfure,  hinted  praife  ; 

When  Prudence,  lifting  up  her  eyes 

And  hands,  tbank'd  Heav'n,  that  fhe  was  wife  : 

When  all  around  me,  with  an  air 

Of  hopelefs  forrow,  look'd  defpair  ;  ^ 

When  they  or  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay. 

There  is  but  one,  one  only  way 

Better,  and  be  advis'd  by  us. 

Not  be  at  all,  than  to  be  thus  ; 

When  Virtue  fhunn'd  the  fliock,  and  Pride 

Difabled,  lay  by  Virtue's  fide. 

Too  weak  my  ruffled  foul  to  chear. 

Which  could  not  hope,  yet  would  not  fear  ; 

Health  in  her  motion,  the  wild  grace 

Of  Pleafure  fpeaking  in  her  face. 

Dull  Regularity  thrown  by. 

And  Comfort  beaming  from  her  eye  ; 

Fancy,  in  richeil  robes  array 'd. 

Came  fmiling  forth,  and  brought  me  aid,. 

Came  fmiling  o'er  that  dreadful  time. 

And,  more  to  blefs  me,  came  in  rime. 

Nor  is  her  pow'r  to  Me  confin'd. 
It  fpreads,  it  comprehends  Mankind. 

When   (to  the  fpirit-ftirring  found 
Of  trumpets  breathing  courage  round. 
And  tif^s,  well  mingled  to  rellrain. 
And  bring  that  courage  down  again. 
Or  to  the  m.elancholy  knell 
Of  the  dall,  deep,  and  doleful  bell, 

F  3  Such 


2H  CHURCHILL'S    POEMS. 

Such  as  of  late  the  good  Saint  Bride 
Muffled,  to  mortify  the  pride 
Of  thofe,  who,  England  quite  forget. 
Paid  their  vile  homage  to  die  Scot, 
Where  Afgill  held  the  forcmoll  place, 
Whilft  my  Lord  figur'd  at  a  race) 
Prccefficns  ('tis  not  worth  debate 
Whether  they  are  of  Stage  or  State) 
Move  on,  fo  very  very  flow, 
'Tis  doubtful  if  they  move  or  no  ; 
When  the  Performers  all  the  while 
Mechanically  frown  or  fmile. 
Or,  with  a  dull  and  Hupid  fiare, 
A  vacancy  of  f-^rae  declare. 
Or,  witli  down-bending  eye,  feem  wrought 
Into  a  labyrinth  cf  thought. 
Where  Reafon  wanders  flill  in  doubt. 
And,  once  got  in,  cariuot  get  out ; 
What  caufe  fufecient  can  we  fnd 
To  fatisfy  a  thinking  mind. 
Why,  dup'd  by  luch  vain  farces,  Man 
.Defcends  to  aft  on  fuch  a  plan  ? 
Why  they,  v.ho  hold  themfelves  divine. 
Can  in  fuch  wretched  follies  join. 
Strutting  like  peacocks,  or  like  crows, 
'^fhemfel-vcs  ■ZivA  Nature  to  e.xpofe  ? 
'  Vhat  caufe,  but  that  (you'll  under fland 
vv'e  have  our  remedy  ai  hand. 
That  if  perchance  we  ilart  a  ucubt, 
J:. re  it  is  fix'd,  wc  wipe  it  out. 


As 
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As  furgeons,  when  they  lop  a  limb. 
Whether  for  profit,  fame,  or  whim. 
Or  mere  experiment  to  try, 
Muft  always  have  3.J}yptic  by) 
Fancy  Heps  in,  and  iramps  that  real. 
Which,  ipfo  faciOi  is  ideal. 

Can  none  remember,  yes,  I  know. 
All  mufl  remember  that  rare  lliow. 
When  to  the  country  Senfe  went  down. 
And  Fools  came  flocking  up  to  town. 
When  Knights  (a  work  which  all  admit 
To  be  for  Knighthood  much  unfit) 
■Built  booths  for  hire  ;  when  Par/ens  play'd. 
In  robes  canonical  array 'd. 
And,  fiddling,  join'd  the  Smiihfeld  dance. 
The  price  of  tickets  to  advance  ; 
Or,  unto  tappers  turn'd,  dealt  out, 
-P-unning  from  booth  to  booth  about. 
To  ev'ry  fcoundrel,  by  retail. 
True  pennyworths  of  beef  and  ale. 
Then  finl:  prepar'd,  by  bringing  beer  in. 
For  prefent  grand  EleSfioneering  ; 
When  Heralds,  running  all  about 
To  bring  in  Order,  turn'd  it  out ; 
When,  by  the  prudent  MarpaPs  care. 
Left  the  rude  populace  ihould  flare. 
And  with  anhallow'd  eyes  profane 
Gay  puppets  of  patrician  llrain. 
The  whole  proceifion,  as  in  fpitc. 
Unheard,  uifeen,  ftole  on-'  by  night ; 

P  4.  When 
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When  our  lov'd  Monarch,  nothing  loth. 

Solemnly  took  that  facred  oath, 

\^'hence  mutual  firm  agreements  fpring 

Betwixt  the  Subject  and  the  King, 

By  which,  in  ufual  manner  crown'd. 

His  head,  his  heart ,  his  hands  he  bound* 

Againil  hi77ifelj\  fhould  paflion  ilir 

The  leaft  propenrity  to  err, 

Againil  all  Jla^ves,  who  might  prepare 

Or  open  force,  ■  or  hidden  Inare, 

That  glorious  Charter  to  maintain. 

By  <^K:hich  We  fer'^ey  and  He  muji  reign  '^ 

Then  Fancy,  with  unbounded  fway, 

Revell'd  ibie  miilrcfs  of  the  day. 

And  wrought  fuch  wonders,  as  might  make 

Egyptian  forccrers  forfake 

Their  baffled  mockeries,  and  own 

The  palm  of  magic  her's  alone. 

A  Knight  (who  in  the  fdken  lap 
Cf  lazy  Peace  had  liv'd  on  pap. 
Who  never  yet  had  dar'd  to  ream 
'Bove  ten  or  twenty  miles  from  home, 
Kcr-even  that,  unlefsa^/rV/^ 
Was  plac'd  to  amble  by  his  fide. 
And  troops  of  Haves  were  fpread  around 
To  keep  his  Honour  fnfi  and  found  ; 
Who  could  not  fuifcr  for  his  life 
A  point  to  f.vord,  or  o^^^z  to  knife. 
And  always  fainted  at  the  fight 
Of  blood,  tho'  'twas  not  flicd  in  iightj 
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'Who  diiinherlted  one  fon 
•For  firing  off  an  eUc}-  gun, 
.And  whipt  another,  fix  years  old, 
IJecaufe  the  boy,  prefumptucus,  bold 
To  madnefs,  likely  to  become 
A  very  Swifs,  "had  beat  a  drum, 
Tho'  it  appear 'd  an  inftrument 
.M-O^z  peaceable  and  innocent j 
Having  from  firft  been  in  the  hands 
.And  fervice  of  the  City  JBana's) 
Grac'd  with  thofe  enfigns,  which  were  meant 
To  further  Honour's  dread  intent. 
The  minds  of  warriors  to  inflame. 
And  fpur  them  on  to  deeds  of  fame. 
With  little  fword,  large  fpurs,  high  feather. 
Fearful  of  ev'ry  thing  but  weather, 
(And  all  muil  own,  who  pay  regard 
To  charity,  it  had  been  hard 
That  in  his  very  firft  campaign 
His  honours  {hould  be  foil'd  with  rain^ 
A  hero  all  at  once  becarac. 
And  (feeing  others  much  the  fame 
In  point  of  valour  as  himfc-lf. 
Who  leave  their  courage  on  a  fhelf 
From,  year  to  year,  -till  f^me  fuch  rout 
In  proper-  feafon  calls  it  out) 
Strutted,  look'd.big,  and  fwagger'd  more 
Than  ever  hero  did  before  ; 
Lcok'd  up,  look'd  dovvn,  look'd  a'l  around, 
like  ivlavcrs,  grimly  fnil'd  and  frown'd  ; 

Seem'd 
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Seem'dHeav'n,  and  Earth,  and  Hell  to  call 

To  fight,  that  he  might  rout  them  all; 

And  perfonated  Valour's  flile 

So  long,  fpcftators  to  beguile. 

That  pafling  flrange,  and  wond'rous  true, 

Himfelf  at  laft  believ'd  it  too. 

Nor  for  a  time  could  he  difcern. 

Till  Truth  and  Darknefs  took  their  turn. 

So  well  did  Fancy  play  her  part. 

That  Coward  ftill  was  at  the  heart. 

Whiffle  (who  knows  not  Whiffle 's  name. 
By  the  impartial  voice  of  Fame 
Recorded  flrfc,  thro'  all  this  land. 
In  Vanity's  illuftrious  band  ?) 
Who,  by  all-bounteous  Nature  meant 
For  offices  of  hardiment, 
■  A  modern  Flercules  at  leall. 
To  rid  the  world  of  each  wild  beaft. 
Of  each  wild  beafl  which  came  in  view, 
Vv^hether  on  four  legs  or  on  two. 
Degenerate,  delights  to  prove 
Kis  force  on  the  parade  of  Love, 
Dlfclaims  the  joys  which  camps  afford, 
\nd  for  the  diilafF  quits  the  fword  ; 
Who  fond  of  women  would  appear 
To  public  eye,  and  public  car, 
JBut,  when  in  private,  lets  tJiem  know 
How  little  they  can  trull:  to  ihow  ; 
Who  fports  a  woman  as  of  courfe, 
juft  as  a  jockey  [hews  a  hcrfe. 


J^nd 
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.  And  then  returns  her  to  the  liable. 
Of  vainly  plants  her  at  his  table. 
Where  he  would  rather  Venus  find, 
(So  pall'd,  and  io  deprav'd  his  mind) 
Than,  by  fome  great  occaiion  led. 
To  leize  her  panting  in  her  bed. 
Burning  with  more  than  mortal  fires. 
And  melting  in  her  own  defires  ; 
Who,  ripe  in  years,  is  yet  a  child. 
Thro'  faihion,  not  thro'  feeling  wild  ; 
Whate'er  in  others,  who  proceed 
As  Senfe  and  Nature  have  decreed. 
From  real  pafilon  iiows,  in  him 
Js  mere  eiFecl  of  mode  and  whim ,; 
Who  laughs,  a  very  common  way, 
Becaufe  he  nothing  has  to  fay. 
As  your  c^oz'ce  Spirits  oaths  difpenfe 
To  fill  up  vacancies  of  fenfe  ; 
Who,  having  feme  fmall  fenfe,  defies  it. 
Or,  ufing,  always  mifapplies  it; 
Who  now  and  then  brings  fomething  forth, 
W^hich  feems  indeed  of  ilerling  worth. 
Something,  by  fudden  Hart  and  fit, 
V/hich  at  a  diltance  looks  like  wit, 
But,  on  examination  near. 
To  his  confufion  v/ill  appear 
By  Truth's  fair  glafs,  .to  be  at  beft 
A  threadbare  jefrer's  threadbare  jeft  ; 
Who  frifks  and  dances  thro'  the  llreet, 
^Sings  without  voice,  rides  v.ithout  feat. 

Play* 
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Plays  o'er  his  tricks,  like  JEfop's  afs, 
A  gratis  fool  to  all  who  pafs ; 
Who  riots,  tho'  he  loves  not  wafte. 
Whores   without  luft,  drinks  without  tafte, 
A6ls  without  fenfe,  talks  without  thought. 
Does  ev'ry  thing  but  what  he  ought ; 
Who,  led  by  forms,  without  the  pow'r 
Of  vice,  is  vicious  ;  who  one  hour. 
Proud  without  pride,  the  next  will  be 
Humble  without  humility  ; 
Whofe  vanity  we  all  difcern. 
The  fpring  on  which  his  actions  turn  ; 
Whole  aim  in  erring,  is  to  err. 
So  that  he  may  be  /ingular. 
And  all  his  utmoU  wilhes  mean. 
Is,  tho'  he's  laugh'd  at,  to  be  feen  ; 
Such  (for  when  Flatt'ry's  foothing  llrain 
Had  rohb'd  the  Mufe  of  her  difdain. 
And  found  a  method  to  perfuade 
Iler  art  to  foften  ev'ry  fhade, 
Jullice  enrag'd,,  the  pencil  fnatch'd 
From  her  degen'rate  hand,  and  fcratch'd 
Out  ty'ry  trace ;  then,  quick  as  thought. 
From  life  this  flriking  likenefs  caught) 
In  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  mien. 
Such  Whiffle  came,  and  fuch  was  feen 
In  the  World's  eye  ^  but  (ftrange  to  tell  !) 
Milled  by  Fancy's  magic  fpell, 
Deceiv'd,  not  dreaming  of  deceit. 
Cheated,  but  happy  in  the  cheat. 
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Was  more  than  human  in  his  own. 
O  bow,  bow  all  at  Fancy's  throne, 
Whofe  pow'r  could  make  fo  vile  an  elf. 
With  patience  bear  that  thing,  himfelf,. 

But,  miftrefs  of  each,  art  to  plcafe,, 
Creatl~je  Fancy,  what  are  thefe, 
^Lefe  pageants  of  a  trailer's  pen. 
To  what  thy  power  effedled  then  ? 
Familiar  with  the  human  mind, 
K?>  fwift  and  fubtle  as  the  wind. 
Which  we  all  h€[,  yet  no  one  knows. 
Or  whence  it  comes,  or  where  it  goes,. 
Fancy  at  once  in  ev'ry  part 
PoiTefi'd  the  eye,  the  head,  the  heart,. 
And  in  a  thoufand  forms  array'd, 
A  thoufand  various  gambols  play'd.. 

Herey  in  a  face  which  well  might  afk  _ 
Th-e  privilege  to  wear  a  malk 
In  fpite  of  law,  and  Juitice  teach 
For  public  good  t'  excufe  the  breach, 
Vv'^ithin  the  furrow  of  a  wrinkle 
'Twixt  eyes,  which  could  not  fhine  but  twinkle^ 
Like  centinels  i'  th'  frarry  way. 
Who  v/ait  for  the  return  of  day, 
Almoft  burnt  out,  and  feem  to  keep 
Their  watch,  like  foldiers,  in  their  flsep. 
Or  like  thofe  lamps  which,  by  the  pow'r 
Of  lavs%  muil  burn  from  hour  to  hour, 
(Elfe  they,  without  redemption,  fail 
Under  the  terrors  of  that  IlalJ, 

Which, 
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Which,  once  notorious  for  a  hopy 

\%  now  become  a  Jufiice-Jhop) 

Which  are  ib  manag'd,  to  go  out 

Jurt  when  the  time  comes  round  about. 

Which  yet  thro'  emulation  ^Iri^'e 

To  keep  their  dying  light  aliv^e. 

And  (not  uncommon,  as  we  find, 

Amongft  the  children  of  mankind) 

As  they  grow  weaker,  would  fecm  iirongcr, , 

And  burn  a  little,  little  longer ; 

Fancy,  betwixt  fuch  eyes  enfnrin'd. 

No  brafn  to  daub,  no  mill  to  grind. 

Thrice  wav'd  her  wand  around,  whofe  force 

Chang'd  in  an  inilant  Nature's  courfe. 

And,  hardly  credible  in  rim.e. 

Not  only  ftopp'd,  but  call'd  back  Time, 

The  face  of  ev'iy  wrinkle  clear'd. 

Smooth  as  the  floating  rtream  appear'd, 

Down  the  neck  ringlets  fpread  their  flame,  . 

The  neck  admiring  whence  they  came  ; 

On  the  arch'd  brow  the  Graces  play'd  ; 

On  the  full  bofcm  Cupid  laid  ; 

oiins,  from  their  proper  orbits  fent,  . 

Became  for  eyes  a  fupplement; 

Teeth,  white  as  ever  teeth  v/ere  {zQ.r). 

Deiiver'd  from  the  hand  of  Green  *, 

Started,  in  regular  array. 

Like  Train-bands  on  a  grand  £tkl-u.iy, 

*  An  cininerit  Dentlfl  zx  this  period. 

Into 
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Into  the  gums,  which  would  have  fled. 
But,  wond'ring,  turn'd  from  white  to  red. 
Quite  alter'd  was  the  whole  machine. 
And  Lady  — — -   ■  was  fifteen. 

Here  fhe  made  lordly  temples  rife 
Before  the  pious  Daihwood's  eyes. 
Temples  which  built  aloft  in  air. 
May  ferve  for  Ihow,  if  not  for  pray'r ; 
In  folemn  form  herfelf,  before, 
Array'd  like  Faith,  the  Bible  bore. 
There,  over  Melcomb's  feather'd  head,  . 
Who,  quite  a  man  of  gingerbread, 
Savour'd  in  talk,  in  drefs,  and  phyz, 
More  of  another  world  than  this. 
To  a  d^varf  Mufs  a  Giant  Page, 
The  laft  grave  fop  of  the  laft  age. 
In  a  fuperb  and  feather'd  hearfe, 
Bejcuicheon'd  and  hetagg'd  with  verfe,  . 
Which,  to  beholders  from  afar, 
Appear'd  like  a  triumphal  car. 
She  rode,  in  a  caj}  rainbow  clad  ; 
There,  throwing  off  the  hallo^'fd  plaid. 
Naked,  as  when  (in  thofe  drear  cells 
Where,  fclf-blefs'd,  felf-curs'd  Madnefs  dwells) 
Pleafure,  on  whom,  in  Laughter''^  fliape. 
Frenzy  had  perfedlcd  a  rape, 
Firfi  brought  her  forth,  before  her  lime. 
Wild  witneis  of  her  fhame  and  crime. 
Driving  before  an  idol  band 
Of  driv'ling  Stuarts,  hand  in  hand. 

Some, 
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Some,  who  to  curfe  mankind,  had  wore 
A  crown  they  ne'er  mull:  think  of  more. 
Others,  whoie  baby  brows  were  grac'd 
With  paper  crowns,  and  toys  of  pa!ie,. 
Shejigg'd,  and  playing  on  the  flute 
Spread  raptures  o'er  the  foul  of  Bute. 

Big  with  vail  hopes,  fome  mighty  plan. 
Which  wrought'  the  bufy  foul  of  man 
To  her  full  bent,  the  Civil  Law, 
Fit  code  to  keep  a  world  in  awe. 
Bound  o'er  his  brows,  fair  to  behold,. 
As  J e-jcip  frontlets  were  of  old. 
The  famous  Charter  of  our  land, 
Defac'd,  and  mangled  in  his  hand  ; 
As  one  whom  deepeit  thoughts  empky,. 
But  deepeft  thoughts  of  trueil  joy. 
Serious  and  flow  he  flrcde,  he  flalk'd, 
Before  him  troops  of  heroes  waik'd. 
Whom  befl:  he  lov'd,  of  heroes  crov.n'd. . 
By  Tories  guarded  all  around. 
Dull  folemn  pleafure  in  his  face, , 
He  faw  the  h.onaurs  of  his  race. 
He  faw  their  lineal  glories  rife. 
And  touch'd,  or  feem'd  to  touch  tlie  fkles, , 
Not  the  moil  diflant  mark  of  fear. 
No  {\%'^  of  axsy   or  fcaf'cld  near. 
Not  one  curs'd  thought,  to  crofa  his  will. 
Of  fuch  a  place  as  To^ver  Hill. 

Curfe  on  this  Mnje,  a  flippant  jade, 
A  flirew,  like  ev'ry  o.her  maid 


Who 
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Who  turns  the  corner  of  nineteen, 

Devour'd  with  peeviflmefs  and  fpleen. 

Her  tongue  (for  as,  when  bound  for  life. 

The  huiband  fuffers  for  the  wife. 

So  if  in  any  works  of  rime 

Perchance  there  blunders  out  a  crime. 

Poor  culprit  bards  mule  always  rue  k, 

Altho'  'tis  plain  the  Mufes  do  it) 

Sooner  or  later  cannot  fail 

To  fend  me  headlong  to  a  jail. 

Whate'er  my  theme  (our  themes  we  chufe 

In  modern  days  without  a  Tvlnfey 

Juil  as  a  father  will  provide 

To  join  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride. 

As  if,  tho'  they  mull:  be  the  play'rs. 

The  game  was  wholly  his,  not  theirs) 

Wiiate'er  my  themxe,  the  Ah/e,  who  Inll 

Owns  no  dire(5i:ion  but  her  will. 

Flies  off,  and,  ere  I  could  expeci. 

By  ways  oblique  and  indirect. 

At  once  quite  over  head  and  ears. 

In  htal politics  appears. 

Time  was,  and,  if  I  aught  difcern 

Of  fate,  that  tiiTie  fnall  foon  return. 

When  t/ecent  and  demure  at  leail. 

As  grave  and  dull  as  any  priefh, 

I  could  fee  rice  in  robes  array  "i!. 

Could  kd  the  game  of  Felly  piay'd 

Succefsfully  in  Fortune's  fclicol. 

Without  exclaiming  rogue  or  foci  ; 

Vol.  LXM.  Q^  Time 
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Time  was,  when  nothing  loth  or  proud, 

I  lacquled,  with  the  fawning  crowd. 

Scoundrels  in  oiiice,  and  would  bow 

To  cyphers  great  in  place  ;  but  now 

Upright  I  ftand,  as  if  wife  Fate, 

To  compliment  a  fhattcrM  ftate. 

Had  me,  like  Atlas,  .hither  fent 

To  fhoulder  up  the   firmament. 

And  if  I  ftoop'd,  with  gen'ral  crack 

The  I^eavens  would  tumble  from  my  back  ; 

Time  was,  when  rank  and  fituation 

Secur'd  the  great  ones  of  the  nation 

From  all  controul  ;  Satire  and  Lai.v 

Kept  only  little  knaves  in  awe  ; 

Bat  now,  decoy  urn  lofr,  I  ftand 

£ej?:us\'y  a  pencil  in  my  hand. 

And,  dead  to  ev'ry  fenfc  of  fliame, 

Carelefs  of  fafety  and  of  fame. 

The  names  of  fccundrels  minute  down. 

And  libel  more  than  half  the  Town. 

Kow  can  a  Statefman  h^  Tccure 
In  all  his  villainies,  if  poor 
And  dirty  authors  thus  fnall  care 
To  lay  his  rotten  bofom  bare  ? 
.^li/ds  fhould  pafs  av/ay  their  tiras 
:  1  dreiTing  out  the  poet's  rime 
V/ith  bills  and  ribbands,  and  array 
Each  line  in  harmlefs  tafte,  tho'  gay. 
AVhen  the  hot  burning  nt  is  on. 
They  fnculd  re  rale  thiir  rcitkii  iln 
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With  romething  to  allr^y  hi3  rage. 

Some  cool  Caitalian  beverage. 

Or  feme  fuch  draught  (tho'  they,  'tis  plain. 

Taking  the  Mufes  name  in  vain. 

Know  nothing  of  their  real  court. 

And  only  fable  from  report) 

As  makes  a  Whitehead's  Ode  go  dcv/n. 

Or  flakes  'Ciizfe^vcrctte  of  Erown  : 

But  Vvho  would  in  his  fenfes  think 

Of  Ivlufes  giving  gaii  to  drink. 

Or  that  their  folly  fnould  a£brd 

To  raving  poets  gun  or  Avord  ?■ 

Poets  v/ere  ne'er  defign'd  by  fate 

To  meddle  v.ith  affairs  of  otate. 

Nor  fnould  (if  we  m.ay  fpeak  our  thought 

Truly  as  men  of  honour  ought) 

Sound  policy  their  rage  admit. 

To  laur.ch  the  thunderbolts  of  wit 

About  thofe  heads,  which,  when  they're  ihct. 

Can't  tell  if  'twas  by  wit,  or  not. 

Thcfe  things  v/ell  known,  what  Devil  in  fpicc 
Can  have  feduc'd  me  thus  to  write 
Cut  of  that  road,  which  muH  have  led 
'^^  o  riches,  without  heart  or  head,  - 
Into  that  road,  which,  had  I  more 
Than  ever  Poet  hnd  before. 
Of  Wit  and  Virlue,  in  diigrace 
Would  keep  me  frill,  and  out  of  place,  - 
W^hich,  if  feme  Judge  (you'll  undcrllaiid 
O::;;  famous,  famous  tliro'  the  land 

0^2  For 
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Fcr  7}iaking  law)  fhould  ftand  my  friend. 
At  lall  may  in  a  piil'ry  end. 
And  all  this,  I  my  felf  admit. 

Without  one  caufc  to  Lad  to  it. 

For  inftance  now —  this  book — the  Ghost  — 
Methinks  I  hear  fome  Critic  Poll: 
Remark  m*oft  gravely — **  The  firll  word 
**   Which  we  about  the  Ghost  have  heard.*' 
Peace,  my  good  Sir— not  quite  io  lail — 
What  is  the  firll,  m^ay  be  the  lail. 
Which  is  a  point,  all  muH  agree. 
Cannot  depend  on  you  or  me. 
Fanny,  no  Ghofc  of  common  mould. 
Is  not  by  forms  to  be  controul'd  ; 
To  keep  her  ilate,  and  ihew  her  iliill. 
She  never  corncs  but  when  fhe  will. 
I  wrote  and  wrote  (perhaps  you  doubt. 
And  fhrewdly,  what  I  wrote  about. 
Believe  me,  much  to  my  difgrace, 
1  too  am  in  the  felf-fame  cafe) 
But  itill  I  wrote,  till  Fanny  came 
Impatient,  nor  could  any  Hiiarrie 
On  me  with  equal  juiiice  fail, 
if  ihe  had  never  ccme  at  all. 
An  underling,  I  could  not  flir 
Without  the  cue  thrown  out  by  hi?r. 
Nor  from  the  fubjccc  aid  receive 
Until  fhe  cam.e,  and  gave  me  Lave. 
So  that  (ye  Sons  of  Erudition 
Mark,  this  is  but  a  fuppofiticn. 


Noi^ 
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Nor  would  I  to  fo  wife  a  nation 
Suggeft  it  as  a  re'velation) 
If  henceforth  dully  turning  o'er 
Page  after  page,  ye  read  no  more 
Of  Fanny,  who,  in  fea  or  air. 
May  be  departed  God  knows  where. 
Rail  at  jilt  Fortune,  but  agree 
No  cenfure  can  be  laid  on  me. 
For  fare  (the  caufe  let  Mansfield  try) 
Fanny  is  in  the  fault,  not  I. 

But  to  return  — and  this  I  hold, 
A  fecret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  thofe  who  write,  as  I  write  now. 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how. 
Thro'  ditch,  thro'  bog,  o'er  hedge  and  lllle  ; 
Make  it  but  worth  the  reader's  while. 
And  keep  a  pafTage  fair  and  plain 
Always  to  bring  him  back:  again . 
Thro'  dirt,  who  fcruples  to  approach. 
At  Pleafure's  call,  to  take  a  coach  ? 
But  we  Ihould  think  the  man  a  clown 
Who  in  the  dirt  ihould  fct  us  down  ? 

But  to  return— if  Wit,  who  ne'er 
The  faackles  of  rellraint  could  bear. 
In  wayward  humour  ihould  refufe 
Ker  timely  fuccour  to  the  Mufe, 
And  to  no  rules  and  orders  tied. 
Roughly  deny  to  be  her  gu'de, 
S':ic  mult  renounce  decor u?n''s  plan. 
And  et:  back  v. lien,  and  how  fne  can  ; 

0.3  As 
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As  Parfcnsy  who,  without  pretext. 
As  foon  as  menticn'd,  quit  their  text. 
And,  to  promote  Trcep's  genial  pow'r. 
Grope  in  the  dark  for  half  an  hour. 
Give  no  more  reafcn  (for  we  know 
Reafon  is  vulgar,  mean  and  low) 
Why  they  eome  back  (fhould  it  befal 
That  ever  they  come  back  at  all) 
Into  the  road,  to  end  the  rout. 
Than  they  can  give  why  they  went  out. 

But  to  return — this  bock —  the  Gkost  — 
A  mere  amufement  at  the  rnoft, 
A  trifle,  fit  to  v,ear  away 
The  horrors  of  a  rainy  day, 
A  flight  fliot  filk,  for  fummer  wear, 
jufl  as  our  modern  fiatefmen  arc. 
If  rigid  honefcy  permit 
That  I  for  once  purloin  the  v.-it 
Of  him,  Vv'ho,  were  we  all  to  ftcal. 
Is  much  too  rich  the  theft  to  feel. 
Yet  in  this  book,  wliere  Eafe  fliculd  join 
With  Mirth  lofugar  ev'ry  line. 
Where  it  fliould  all  be  mere  chit-chat. 
Lively,  good-humour'd,  and  all  that. 
Where  hcncfl  Satire,  in  difgrace. 
Should  not  fo  much  as  fliew  her  face. 
The  ftirew,  o'erleaping  all  due  bouiius. 
Breaks  into  Laughter's  facred  grounds. 
And,  in  contempt,  pbys  o'er  her  tricks 
In  Science,  Trade,  and  P clitics. 
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But  why  fhould  the  diftemper'd  fcold 
Attempt  to  blacken  men  enroU'd 
In  Power's  dread  book,  whofe  mighty  fkill 
Can  twill  an  empire  to  their  will  ; 
Whofe  voice  is  Fate,  and  on  their  tongue 
La^v,  Liberty,  and  Life  are  hung  ; 
Whom,  on  enquiry.  Truth  fliall  find 
W"ith  Stuarts  link'dy  time  cut  of  mind 
Superior  to  their  Country's  laws. 
Defenders  of  a  tyrant's  caufe  ; 
Men,  who  the  fame  damn'd  maxims  hold 
Darkly^  which  they  avow'd  of  old  ; 
Who,  the' by  diff'rent  m.eans,  purfue 
The  end  which  they  had  firil  in  view. 
And,  force  found  vain,  now  play  their  part 
With  much  lefs  honour,  much  more  art  ? 
Why,  at  the  corners  of  the  ftreets, 
']  o  ev'ry  patriot  drudge  ^sxz  meets. 
Known  or  unknown,  with  furious  cry 
Should  llie  wild  clamours  vent  ;  or  why. 
The  m'lids  cf  groundlings  to  inHame, 
A  Dalaw'ocd,  Bute,  and  Wyndham  name  ? 
^^'^^)',  having  not  to  our  furprize 
The  fear  of  death  before  her  eyes. 
Bearing,  ard  that  but  now  and  then. 
No  otlier  weapon  but  her  pen. 
Should  {he  an  argument  afibrd. 
For  blood,  to  men  who  ^zv ear  a  fiver d  ; 
Men,  who  can  nicely  tritn  and  l>are 
A  point  of  honour  to  a  hair 

Q^  4  (Honour 
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(Honour--a  word  of  nice  import, 
A  pretty  trinket  in  a  court. 
Which  7ny  Lord  quite  in  rapture  feels 
Dangling  and  rattling  with  his  Seals — 
Honour — a  word,  which  all  the  Nine 
Would  be  much  puzzled  to  define — 
lioncur— a  word  which  torture  mocks. 
And  might  confound  a  thoufand  Lockes — 
Which  (for  I  leave  to  wifer  heads. 
Who  fields  of  death  prefer  to  beds 
Of  down,  to  find  out,  if  they  can. 
What  Honour  is,  on  their  wild  plan) 
Is  noty  to  take  it  in  their  way. 
And  this  we  fure  may  dare  to  lay 
Without  incurring  an  offence. 
Courage,  La-tx,  Honejiy,  or  Senfe)  ; 
Men,  who  ail  fpirit,  life  and  loul. 
Neat  butchers  of  a  button-hok. 
Having  more  fldll,  bjjieve  it  true 
That  they  muft  have  more  courage  too  \ 
Men,  who  without  a  place  or  name, 
Their  fortunes  fpeechlefs  as  their  fame. 
Would  by  the  fword  new  fortunes  carve. 
And  rather  die  in  fight  than  fiarve  ? 
At  Coronations,  a  vaii  field 
Which  food  of  ev'ry  kind  might  yield. 
Of  good  found  food,  at  once  moil  lit 
For  purpofei  of  health  and  wit. 
Could  not  ambitious  Satire  reit. 
Content  with  what  flic  might  dlgeft  ? 
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CcuM  (lie  r.ct  feail  en  things  cf  ccurfe, 
A  Chcmpio7i,  cr  a  Champion's  horfe  ? 
A  Champion's  Z-c;y>— No,  better  fay, 
Tho'  better  figur'd  on  that  day — 
A  /:cr/e,  which  might  appear  to  us. 
Who  deal  in  rime,  a  Pegnfus  ; 
A  7-ir^er,  who,  when  once  got  on, 
IV.Hght  pafs  for  a  Bellerophon, 
Drcpt  on  a  fudden  from  the  ikies. 
To  catch  and  fix  our  wond'ring  eyes, 
-7"o  witch,  with  wand  infcead  of  whip. 
The  world  with  frcl/ld  horfemanfhip. 
To  twill  and  twine,  both  horfe  and  man. 
On  fuch  a  well-concerted  plan, 
1  hat  Cc'^itaur-l'ike,  when  all  was  done, 
Wc  fcarce  could  think  they  were  not  one  ? 
Could  file  not  to  our  itching  ears 
Bring  the  new  names  of  nei.v-coin^d  peers. 
Who  walk'd.  Nobility  forgot. 
With  flioulders  fitter  for  a  knot 
Than  robes  of  honour  ;  for  whofe  fake 
Heralds  in  form  were  forc'd  to  make. 
To  make,  becaufe  they  could  not  find. 
Great  predecefibrs  to  their  mind  ? 
Could  llie  not  (tho'  'tis  doubtful  fmce 
Whether  he  Plumber  is,  or  Prince) 
Tell  cf  a  fimple  Knight's  advance 
To  be  a  doughty  Peer  of  Fra; 
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Tell  how  he  did  a  Dukedom  gain. 
And  Robinfon  was  Aquitain  *  ; 
Tell  how  her  City-Chiefs  difgrac'd. 
Were  at  an  empty  table  plac'd  ? 
A  grofs  negleft,  which,  whilfi:  they  live. 
They  can't  forget,  and  won't  forgive  ; 
A  grofs  negleft  of  all  thofe  rights 
V/hich  march  with  City  appetites  ; 
Of  all  thofe  canons,  vvhich  we  find 
By  gluttotiyy  time  out  of  mind, 
Ellabliih'd  ;  v/hxh  they  ever  hold 
Dearer  than  any  thing  but  gold  : 

Thanks  to  my  ftars — 1  now  fee  iliore  — 
Of  Courtiers,  and  of  Courts  no  more — 
7'hus  frumbling  on  my  City  friends, 
pjlind  Chance  my  guide,  my  purpofe  bends 
In  line  direct,  and  fhall  purfue 
The  point  which  1  had  firll  in  viev/. 
Nor  more  il^all  with  the  reader  fport. 
Till  I  have  feen  him  fafe  in  port. 
Huflt'd  be  each  fear — no  more  I  bear 
Thro'  the  wide  regions  cf  the  air 
The  reader  terrified,  no  more 
Wild  Ocean's  horrid  paths  explore. 
Be  the  plain  track  from  henceforth  mane — 
Cr of s -roads  to  Allen  f  I  refiga — 

*  At  thi:  Coronation  Sir  Thoinas  Robinfon  walked  as  tlic 
reprefcntative  of  the  Duke  of  Aquitain. 

f  Ralpli  AIl;n,  Efq.  cf  Prior  Park,  near  Eath,  the  corref- 
pondciit  of  Pope,  of  whom  Allworthy  in  Tom  Jones  is  faid  to 
fedvs  b^sn  t!iC  reprefcntative. 

Allen, 
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Allen,  the  honour  of  this  nation. 

Alien,  himfelf  a  ccrpoj-ation, 

Allen,  of  late  notorious  grown 

For  writings  none,  or  all  his  own, 

Allen,  the  firfl  of  lettered  men. 

Since  the  good  Bifhcp  holds  his  pen, 

And  at  his  elbcw  takes  his  Hand 

To  mer.d  his  head,  and  guide  his  hand. 

Eut  hold — once  more  Digrefflon  hence — 

Let  us  return  to  Common  Scnfe  ; 

The  car  of  Phoebus  I  difcharge. 

My  carriage  now  a  Lord- Mayor's  harge^ 

Suppofe  we  now — we  may  fuppofe 
In  verfe,  what  would  be  fm  in  profe— . 
The  iky  with  darknefs  overfpread. 
And  ev'ry  f:ar  retir'd  to  bed  ; 
The  gew-gaw  robes  of  Pomp  and  Pride 
In  fome  dark  corner  thrown  afide  ; 
Great  herds  and  Ladies  giving  way 
To  what  they  feem  to  fcorn  by  day. 
The  real  feelings  of  the  heait. 
And  Nature  taking  place  of  Art ; 
Defire  triumphant  thro'  the  night. 
And  Brcv.ty  panting  with  delight  ; 
Chajiity,  Woman's  faireft  crown. 
Till  the  return  of  morn  laid  down. 
Then  to  be  worn  again  as  bright 
As  if  not  fuliicd  in  the  night  ; 
Dull  drcricnyy  buHnefs  o'er, 
Dreaming  in  form  at  Cottre-ll's  door  ; 
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Precaution  trudging  all  about 
To  fee  the  candles  fafely  out, 
Bcax^ing  a  mighty  7naJ}er-key, 
Habited  like  Oeconomyy 
Stamping  each  lock  with  triple  feals. 
Mean  Av'rice  creeping  at  her  heels. 
Suppofe  we  too,  like  fheep  in  pen, 
1  he  Mayor  and  Court  of  Aldermen 
Within  their  barge,  which  thro'  the  deep. 
The  rowers  more  than  half  aflecp, 
Mov'd  flow,  as  over-charg'd  with  Hate  ; 
Thames  groan'd  beneath  the  mighty  weight. 
And  felt  that  ba-ivble  heavier  far 
Than  a  whole  fleet  of  men  of  war. 
Sleep  o'er  each'  well-known  faithful  head 
With  lib'ral  hand  his  poppies  fhed. 
Each  head,  by  Dullnefs  render'd  fit 
Sleep  and  his  empire  to  admit. 
Thro'  the  whole  palTage  not  a  word. 
Not  one  faint,  weak,  half  found  was  heard  ; 
Sleep  had  pievail'd  to  overwhelm 
The  ileerfman  nodding  o'er  the  helm  ; 
The  rowers,  without  force  or  fkill. 
Left  the  dull  barge  to  drive  at  will ; 
The  fluggifh  oars  fafpended  hung. 
And  even  Bcardmore*  held  his  tzngue. 
Commerce,  regardful  of  a  fi-eight 
On  which  depended  half  her  State, 

*   An  Attorney  and  Common-Council-.Man,  fuppof^  to  have 
aftordcd  Tome  an"i:\ance  at  times  to  *' The  Monitor." 

Stepp'i 


THE      GHOST. 

Stepp'd  to  the  helm,  with  ready  hand 

She  lafely  clear 'd  that  bank  of  fand. 

Where,  Ilranded,  our  Well-country  fleet 

Delay  and  danger  often  meet ; 

Till  Neptune,  anxious  for  the  trade. 

Comes  in  full  tides,  and  brings  them  aid. 

Next  (for  the  Mufes  can  furvey 

Obje6ls  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Nothing  prevents  their  taking  aim, 

Darknefs  and  light  to  them  the  fame) 

They  part  that  building,  which  of  old 

Oueen-Mothers  was  defign'd  to  hold  ; 

At  prefent  a  mere  lodging-pen^ 

A  palace  turn'd  into  a  den. 

To  barracks  turn'd,  and  foldiers  tread 

Where  Do-vagers  have  laid  their  head. 

Why  fhould  we  mention  Snrrey-Streef, 

W^here  cv'vy  week  grave  judges  meet. 

All  fitted  out  with  htan  and  ba^ 

In  proper  form  to  drawl  out  law. 

To  fee  all  caufes  duly  tried 

'Twixt  knaves  who  drive,  and  fools  who  ride  ? 

W^hy  at  the  Te-mple  fhculd  we  fiay  ? 

What  of  the  Temple  dare  we  fay  ? 

A  dangerous  ground  we  tread  on  there. 

And  words  perhaps  may  adions  bear. 

Where,  as  the  brethren  of  the  feas 

¥qv  faresy  the  lawyers  ply  for  fees. 

What  of  xh^ilBridgCy  moil  wifely  made 

To  lerve  the  purpofes  of  trade. 


In 
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Jn  the  great  mart  of  all  this  nation. 

By  flopping  up  the  navigation. 

And  to  that  fand-bank  adding  weight. 

Which  is  already  much  too  great  ? — 

What  of  that  Bridge,  which,  void  of  fenfc. 

But  well  fupplied  with  impudence, 

Englifhrjien,  knovv'ing  not  the  Guile!, 

Thought  they  might  have  a  claim  to  build.. 

Till  Paterfon,  as  white  as  milk. 

As  fmooth  as  oil,  as  fcft-as  fiik. 

In  folemn  planner  had  decreed, 

That  on  the  other  fide  the  Tweed, 

Art,  born  and  bred,  and  fully  grown. 

Was  with  one  Myine  *,  a  man  unknos'^-n. 

But  grace,  preferment,  and  rencv/n 

Deferving,  jufi:  arrive 'd  in  town; 

One  Myine,  an  artif:  perfe6l  quite. 

Both  in  his  own  and  country's  right, . 

As  £t  to  make  a  bridge,  as  he. 

With  glorious  Pata^vinily, 

To  build  infcriptions  worthy  found 

To  lie  for  ever  under  ground. 

Much  more,  worth  obfervation  too. 
Was  this  a  feafon  to  purfue 
The  theme,  our  Mufe  might  t;li  in  rime  ; 
The  will  fhe  hath,  but  not  the  time ; 
For,  fwift  as  fnaft  from  Indian  bow, 
(And  when  a  Gcddefs  co>;iC5,  v.'C  know, 

*  The  Architca  of  Bkckulars  Eik'^^c. 

Surpailing 
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Snrpaffing  Nature  acls  prevail. 
And  boats  want  neither  oar  nor  fail) 
The  vei^d  pall,  and  reach'd  the  fhore 
So  quick,  that  Thought  was  fcarce  before, 

Suppofe  we  now  cur  City-Court 
Safely  deliver'd  at  the  port. 
And,  of  their  ftate  regardlefs  quite. 
Landed,  like  fmuggled  goods,  by  right  >, 
The  folemn  Magiiirate  laid  down. 
The  dignity  of  robe  and  gown 
V/ith  ev'ry  other  enfign  gone, 
Suppofe  the  woollen  night-cap  on  : 
Tntpfi-hrujh  usM  with  decent  uate. 
To  make  the  fpirits  circulate, 
(A  form,  which,  to  the  fenfes  true. 
The  liq'rifn  Chaplain  ufes  too, 
Tho',  fomething  to  improve  the  plan^. 
He  takes  the  Maid  inftead  of  Man) 
Swath'd,  and  with  flannel  cover'd  o'er 
To  fhew  the  vigour  of  threefcore. 
The  vigour  of  threefcore  and  ten 
Above  the  proof  of  younger  men, 
Suppofe  the  mighty  Dullman  led 
Betwixt  two  ilaves,  and  put  to  bed  ; 
Suppofe  the  moment  he  lies  down. 
No  miracle  in  this  great  town. 
The  drone  as  fail  afleep  as  he 
Mull  in  the  ccurfe  of  Nature  be, 
Who,  truth  for  our  foundation  take, 
\'  V/hen  UP,  is  never  half  av.ake. 
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There  let  him  fleep,  whilll  we  furvey 
The  preparations  for  the  day. 
That  day,  on  which  was  to  be  lliewn 
Court-pi'ule  by  City-pride  outdone. 

The  jealous  mother  fends  away. 
As  only  fii:  fcr  childifli  play. 
That  daugliter,  who,  to  gall  her  pride. 
Shoots  up  too  forward  by  her  fide. 

The  ^vretchy  of  God  and  Man  accurs'd. 
Of  all  Hell's  inftruments  the  worll. 
Draws  forth  his  pa=o:nSy  and  fcr  the  day 
Struts  in  fome  fpcndthrift's  vain  array  ; 
Around  h".s  aukward  doxy  {hine 
The  trcafurcs  of  Golconda's  mine  ; 
Each  neighbour,  with  a  jealous  glare. 
Beholds  her  folly  publifli'd  there. 

Garment Sy  well-fiiv'd  (an  anecdote 
Which  v/e  can  prove,  or  would  not  quote) 
Garments  well-fav'd,  which  frll  were  made. 
When  taylors,  to  promote  their  trade, 
Againfl  the  Fids  in  arms-arofe. 
And  drove  them  out,  or  made  them  cloaihs ; 
Carmentsy  imm.ortal,  without  end. 
Like  names,  and  titles,  which  dcfcend 
S uccefii vely  from  fire  to  fon  ; 
CarmentSy  unlefs  fome  work  is  done 
Of  note,  not  fuffer'd  to  appear 
'Bove  once  at  moft  in  cv'ry  year. 
Were  now,  in  folemn  form,  laid  bare 
1  0  take  the  benefit  cf  air. 


And, 
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And,  ere  they  came  to  be  employ'd 
On  this  folemnity,  to  v^oid 
That  fcent,  which  Ruflia's  leather  gave 
From  vile  and  impious  moth  to  fave. 

Each  head  was  bufy,  and  each  heart 
In  preparation  bore  a  part. 
Running  together  all  about. 
The  fervants  put  each  other  out. 
Till  the  grave  mafcer  had  decreed, 
^he  7tiore  hajlct  euer  the  -ivorfe  /peed ; 
Mifs,  with  her  little  eyes  half- closed. 
Over  a  fmuggled  toilet  dos'd  ; 
The  Waiting-maid^  whom  ftory  notes 
A  very  Scrub  in  petticoats, 
Hir'd  for  one  work,  but  doing  all. 
In  {lumbers  lean'd  againft  the  wall; 
MiiUnerSi  fummcn'd  from  afar, 
Arriv'd  in  fnoals  at  Temple-bar, 
Striftly  commanded  to  import 
Cart-loads  of  foppery  from  Court ; 
With  labour'd  vifible  defign 
Art  ftrove  to  hQ./uperbh  f  ne  ; 
Nature,  more  pleating,  tho'  m.cre  wild. 
Taught  otherwife  her  darling  child. 
And  cried,  v/ith  fpirited  difdain. 
Be  PI elegant  and  plain. 

Lo  1  from  the  chambers  of  the  Eall,  . 
A  v/elcome  prelude  to  the  feail, 
Infaffron-cclour^d  robe  array 'd, 
Kigh  in  a  car  by  Vulcan  made, 

\'0L.  Ly:\i.  R  Who 
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Who  work'd  for  Jove  himfelf,  each  fteed 
High  mettled,  of  celellial  breed. 
Pawing  and  pacing  all  the  way, 
Aurora  brought  the  wifh'd-for  (fay. 
And  held  her  empire,  till  out-ran 
By  that  brave  jolly  groom  the  Sun. 

The  trumpet— hurk  !— It  fpeaks— It  fwclls 
The  loud  full  harmony — It  tells 
The  time  at  hand,  when  DuIIman,  led 
By  form,  his  Citizens  mufc  head. 
And  march  thofe  troops,  which  at  his  call 
V/ere  now  aiTembled,  to  Guild-Hall, 
On  matters  of  importance  great 
1  0  Court  and  C/Vy,   Church  and  State. 

From  end  to  end  the  found  makes  way, 
AJl  hear  the  fignal  and  obey  j 
But  Dullman,  who,  his  charge  forgot, 
Ey  Morpheus  fettcr'd,  heard  it  not  ; 
Nor  could,  fo  found  he  fiept  and  fail, 
^Hear  any  trumpet,  but  the  lall. 

Crape,  ever  true  and  trufly  known. 
Stele  from  the  maid's  bed  to  his  own. 
Then  in  the  fpirituals  of  pride. 
Planted  himfelf  at  Dullman's  fide. 
Thrice  did  the  everTaithful  flave. 
With  voice  which  might  have  reach'd  the  grave. 
And  broke  death's  adamantine  chain. 
On  Dullman  call,  but  call'd  in  vain; 
Thrice  with  an  arm,  v.hich  might  have  made 
The  Thwban  boxer  curfe  his  tr:;de. 

The 
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The  drone  he  {hook>  who  rear'd  the  head. 

And  thrice  fell  backward  on  his  bed. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Wliere  force  hath  fail'd. 

Policy  often  hath  prevaiPd  ; 

And  what,  an  inference  moll  plain. 

Had  been.  Crape  thought  might  be  again. 

Under  his  pillow  (ftill  in  mind 
The  proverb  kept,  Fp,j}  hindy  fc-fc  find) 
Each  blcfTed  night  the  keys  were  laid. 
Which  Crape  to  draw  away  afiay'd. 
What  not  the  pow'r  of  voice  or  arm 
Could  do,  this  did,  and  broke  the  charm  ; 
Quick  ftarted  he  with  ftupid  f:are. 
For  all  his  little  foul  was  there. 

Eehold  him,  taken  up,  rubb'd  down. 
In  elbow-chair,  and  morning-gown  ; 
Behold  him,  in  his  latter  bloom, 
Stripp'd,  wafh'd,  and  fprinkied  with  perfume  ; 
Behold  him  bending  with  the  v,eight 
Of  robes  and  trumpery  of  ftate ; 
Eehold  him  (for  the  majfim's  true, 
V/hate'er  we  by  another  d.Q)y 
We  do  ourfelves  ;  and  Chaplain  paid. 
Like  jQaves,  in  cv'ry  other  trade. 
Had  mutter'd  over  God  knov/s  what. 
Something  which  he  by  heart  had  got) 
Having,  as  ufual,  laid  his  pray'rs, 
Co  titter  tetter  to  the  (lairs  j 
Behold  him  for  defcent  prepare. 
With  one  foot  trc^mbling  m  the  a^r  j  • 

R  2 .  He 
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WQjIarts,  \ie  paufes  on  the  brink, 
And,  hard  to  credit,  feems  to  thbik  ; 
Thro'  his  whole  train  (the  Chaplain  gave 
The  proper  cue  to  ev'ry  flave) 
At  once,  as  with  infedion  caught, 
Y.?iQ\\fiartedy  paus'dy   and  «////V  at  thought ; 
He  turns,  and  they  turn  ;  big  with  care. 
He  waddles  to  his  elbow-chair. 
Squats  down,  and,  filent  for  a  leafon. 
At  lafl  with  Crape  begins  to  reafon  : 
But  firll:  of  all  he  made  a  fign 
That  ev'ry  foul,  but  the  Divine , 
Should  quit  the  room  j  in  him,  he  knows. 
He  may  all  confidence  repofe. 

Crape— tho'  I'm  yet  not  quite  awake — 
Before  this  awful  ilep  I  take. 
On  which  my  future  all  depends, 
I  ought  to  know  my  foes  and  friends. 
By  foes  and  friends,  obfcrve  me  lliil, 
I  mean  not  thofe  who  well  or  \\\ 
Perhaps  m.ay  wilh  me,  but  thofe  who 
Have  't  in  their  power  to  do  it  too. 
Now  if,  attentive  to  the  State, 
In  too  much  hurry  to  be  great. 
Or  thro'  much  zeal,  a  motive.  Crape, 
Deferving  praife,  into  a  fcrape 
1,  like  a  fool,  am  got,  no  doubt, 
I,  like  a  wife  man,  fiiould  get  out. 
Not  that,  rem.ark  without  replies, 
I  fay  that  to  get  out  is  wife. 
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Or,  by  the  very  felf-fame  rule 
That  to  get  in  was  like  a  fool  : 
The  marrow  of  this  argument 
Mull  wholly  reil  on  the  event  ; 
And  therefore,  which  is  really  hard. 
Again  ft  events  too  I  muft  guard. 

Should  things  continue  as  they  Jlandt 
And  Bute  prevail  thro'  all  the  land 
Without  a  rival,  by  his  aid, 
yiy  fortunes  in  a  trice  are  made  ; 
Nay,  honours  on  my  zeal  may  fmile. 
And  ftamp  me  Earl  of  fome  great  ifie  : 
But  if,  a  matter  of  much  doubt. 
The  pref^nt  Minifter  goes  out. 
Fain  would  I  know  on  what  pretext 
I  can  ftand  fairly  with  the  next  ? 
For  as  my  aim  at  ev'ry  hour 
Is  to  be  well  with  thofe  in  pow'r. 
And  my  material  point  of  view, 
Whoever's  in,  to  be  in  too, 
I  ihould  not,  like  a  blockhead,  chufe 
To  gain  thsfe  fo  as  ihofe  to  lofe  : 
'Tis  good  in  ev'ry  cafe,  you  know. 
To  have  tv/o  firings  unto  our  bow. 

As  one  in  wonder  loft.  Crape  vievv'd 
His  Lord,  who  thus  his  fpeech  purfu'd. 

This,  my  good  Crape,  is  my  grand  point. 
And  as  the  times  are  out  of  joint, 
'ilie  greater  caution  is  required 
To  bring  about  the  point  defir'd, 

R  3  What 
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What  I  would  wifli  to  bring  about. 
Cannot  admit  a  nioment's  doubt ; 
Tiie  matter  in  dilpute,  you  know. 
Is  what  we  call  the  quomodc. 
That  be  thy  talk. — The  rc^^rend  flave. 
Becoming  in  a  moment  grave, 
Fix'd  to  the  ground  and  rooted  flood, 
Jufl:  like  a  man  cut  out  of  wood  ; 
Such  as  we  fee  (without  the  leafl: 
Reflexion  glancing  on  the  Prleft) 
One  or  more,  planted  up  and  down, 
■Almoft  in  ev'ry  church  in  town  : 
He  Hood  ibme  minutes;  then,  like  one 
Who  wiih'd  the  matter  might  be  done. 
But  could  not  do  it,  fhook  his  head. 
And  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  faid  : 

Hard  is  this  taft:,  too  hard  1  fwear, 
By  much  too  hard  for  me  to  bear  ; 
Beyond  expreiTion  hard  my  part, 
Could  mighty  Dullman  fee  my  heart. 
When  he,  alas  !  m^akes  known  a  will. 
Which  Crape's  not  able  to  fulfil. 
Was  ever  my  obedience  barr'd 
By  any  trifling  nice  rcgord 
1  o  Senfe  and  Flonour  r  Could  I  reach 
Thy  meaning  without  help  of  fpecch. 
At  t-he  firll  motion  of  thy  eye 
.Did  not  thy  faithful  creature  fly  ?  • 
Have  I  not  faid,  not  what  I  ought, 
iiut  what  by  earthly  mailer  taught  ? 
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Did  I  e'er  weigh,  thro'  duty  ftrong. 
In  thy  great  biddings,  right  and  wrong  ? 
Did  ever  int'reft,  to  whom  thou 
CanTt  not  with  more  devotion  bov/. 
Warp  my  found  faith,  or  will  of  mine 
In  contradidion  ran  to  thine  ? 
Have  I  not,  at  thy  table  plac'd. 
When  bafmefs  cail'd  aloud  for  hafie. 
Torn  myfelf  thence,  yet  never  heard 
To  utter  one  complaining  word. 
And  had,  till  thy  great  work  was  done. 
All  appetites  as  having  none  ? 
Hard  is  it,  this  great  plan  purfu'd 
Of  voluntary  fervitude ; 
Purfu'd  without  or  fhame  or  fear. 
Thro'  the  great  circle  of  the  year ; 
Now  to  receive,  in  this  grand  hour. 
Commands  v/hich  lie  beyond  my  pow'r ; 
Commands  which  baffle  all  my  ikill. 
And  leave  me  nothing  but  my  will : 
Ee  that  accepted  ;  let  my  Lord 
Indulgence  to  his  Have  aitord  ; 
This  ta&,  for  my  poor  flrength  unlit. 
Will  yield  to  none  but  Dullman's  wit. 

With  fuch  grcfs  incenfe  gratified. 
And  turning  up  the  lip  of  pride. 
Poor  Crape— and  fnook  his  empty  head — 
Fccv  p:fu:,z!ed  Crape,  wife  Dulhnan  faid. 
Of  judgment  v^eak,  of  fenfe  confin'd. 
For  things  of  lov/er  note  defign'dj 

R  4.  For 
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For  things  witliin  the  vulgar  reach. 
To  run  of  errands,  and  to  preach. 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd,  that  heads  like  mine 
Cannot  want  help  from  heads  like  thine  j 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd  thyfclt"  unmeet 
Of  fuch  high  argument  to  treat  ; 
'  Fwas  but  to  try  thee  that  I  fpoke. 
And  all  1  faid  was  but  a  joke. 

Nor  think  a  juke.  Crape,  a  difgracc 
Or  to  my  perfon,  or  m.y  place  j 
The  wiieft  of  the  Tons  of  men 
Have  deign'd  to  ufe  them  now  and  then : 
The  only  caution,  do  you  fee. 
Demanded  by  our  dignity. 
From  common  ufe  and  men  exempt. 
Is,  that  they  may  not  breed  contempt. 
Great  ufe  they  have,  when  in  the  hands 
Of  one,  like  me,  who  undcrftands  ; 
Who  underliands  the  time  and  place. 
The  perfons,  manner,  and  the  grace. 
Which  fools  ncgleft  ;  fo  that  v*'e  Hnd, 
If  all  the  requifites  are  jcin'd. 
From  whence  a  perfect  joke  muft  fprlng, 
A  joke's  a  very  fericus  thing. 

But  to  our  bufmefs— My  defign. 
Which  gave  fo  rough  a  ihock  to  thine> 
To  my  capacity  is  made 
As  ready  as  a  fraud  in  trade. 
Which  like  broad-cloth,  I  can,  ^^ith  cafe. 
Cut  out  in  any  fnape  1  ple.ile. 


T  -HE      G  H  O  S  T.  24^ 

Some,  in  my  circumftance,  fome  few, 
A)  c,  and  thofe  men  of  genius  too, 
Gocd  men,  who,  without  love  or  hate. 
Whether  they  early  rife  or  late. 
With  names  uncrack'd,  and  credit  found, 
R'.fe  worth  a  hundred  thoufand  pound, 
By  threadbare  ways  and  means  would  try 
I'o  bear  their  point  ;  fo  will  not  I. 
New  methods  fhall  my  wifdom  find 
To  fuit  thefe  matters  to  my  mind. 
So  that  the  iniidels  at  court. 
Who  make  our  City  Wits  their  fport. 
Shall  hail  the  honours  of  my  reign. 
And  own  that  Dullman  bears  a  brain. 

Seme,  in  -my  place,  to  gain  their  ends. 
Would  give  relations  up,  and  friends  ; 
Would  lend  a  wife,  who  they  might  fwear 
Safely,  was  none  the  worfe  for  wear  ; 
Would  fee  a  daughter,  yet  a  maid. 
Into  a  Statesman's  arms  betray'd  ; 
Nay,  fhouid  the  girl  prove  coy,  nor  know 
What  daughters  to  a  father  owe, 
Sooner  than  fchemes  fo  nobly  plann'd 
Should  fail,  tbemfelves  would  lend  a  hand  ; 
Would  vote  on  one  fide,  whilfi  a  brother. 
Properly  taught,  would  vote  on  t'  other; 
Would  ev'ry  petty  band  forget ; 
The  public  eye  be  with  ofie  fet, 
.In  private  v/ith  a /^to?;.-/ herd, 
A.nd  be  by  proxy  with  a  third ; 

Would. 
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Would  (like  a.^iec/7,  of  whom  I  read 

The  other  day — her  name  is  lied — 

In  a  book  (where,  together  bound, 

Whittington  and  his  Cat  I  found, 

A  tale  mofl  true,  and  free  from  art. 

Which  all  Lord-Mayors  (hould  have  by  heart) 

A  ^ueen  (O  might  thofe  days  begin 

Afrefli  when  Queens  would  lenrn  to  fpin) 

Who  wrought,  and  wrought,  but  for  fome  plot. 

The  caufe  of  which  I've  now  forgot. 

During  the  abfence  of  the  fun 

Undid  what  ihe  by  day  had  done) 

Whim  they  a  double  vifage  wear. 

What's  fworn  by  day,  by  night  unfwear. 

Such  be  their  arts,  and  fuch  perchance 
May  happily  their  ends  advance  : 
From  a  new  fyftem  ^line  fliall  fpring, 
A  Locum-Te7iens  is  the  thing. 
That's  your  true  plan.— To  obligate 
The  prefent  Miniilers  of  State, 
yiy  jhadcnv  fnall  our  Court  a^"^proach. 
And  bear  my  povv'r,  and  have  my  ccach  ; 
My  fincjlate  ccach,  fupcrb  to  view, 
A  fine  ftaie  ccach,  and  paid  for  too  ; 
To  curry  favour,  and  the  grace 
Obtain,  of  thofe  vvho're  out  of  place  : 
In  the  mean  time  /—that's  to  fay— 
/  proper..  /  myfclf— Z'^r^'  ftay. 

pjut  hold— perhaps  unto  the  nation, 
W^ho  hate  the  Scot's  adminiHration, 

To 
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To  lend  my  coach  may  feem  to  be 

Declaring  for  the  Miniftry  ; 

For  where  the  City-coach  is,  there 

Is  the  true  eiTence  of  the  Mayor  : 

Therefore  (for  wife  men  are  intent 

Evils  at  diftance  to  prevent, 

Whihl:  fools  the  evils  firfl  endure. 

And  then  are  plagu'd  to  feek  a  cure) 

No  coac/j-'3.  horJe—2icA  free  from  fear 

To  make  our  Deputy  appear. 

Fall:  on  his  back  fhall  he  be  tied. 

With  tvvo  grooms  marching  by  his  lidet 

Then  for  a  bcyfe—xlwo^  all  the  land. 

To  head  our  folemn  City-band, 

Can  any  one  fo  fit  be  found. 

As  he,  who  in  ArtilVry-groundy 

Without  a  rider,  noble  fight. 

Led  on  our  bravefl  troops  to  fight. 

But  firfl.  Crape,  for  my  honour's  fake, 
A  tender  point,   enquiry  make 
•  About  that  horfe,  if  the  difpute 
Is  ended,  or  is  llill  in  fuit. 
For  whilfl  a  caufe  (cbferve  this  plan 
•Of  juftice)  whether  hcrfe  or  man 
The  parties  be,  remains  in  doubt. 
Till  'tis  determ.in'd  out  and  out. 
That  pow'r  Tvx.\}i  tyranny  appear, 
Wiiich  Ihould,  pye-judgingy  interfere. 
And  weak  faint  judges  over-awe 
To  bias  the  free  conrfe  of  law^ 

Yob 
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You  have  my  will— now  quickly  run. 
And  take  care  that  my  will  be  done. 
In  public.  Crape,  you  mufi:  appear, 
Whilll:  I  in  privacy  fit  here  ; 
Here  fhall  great  Dullman  fit  alone. 
Making  this  elbow-chair  my  throne. 
And  you,  performing  what  I  bid. 
Do  all,  as  if  I  nothing  did. 

Crape  heard,  and  fpeeded  on  his  way-; 
V/ith  him  to  hear  was  to  obey. 
Not  witliout  trouble,  be  aiTur'd, 
A  proper  proxy  was  procur'd 
To  ferve  fuch  infamous  intent. 
And  fuch  a  Lord  to  reprefent  ; 
Nor  could  one  have  been  found  at  all 
On  t'  other  fide  of  Lotidon-n.vaU. 

The  trumpet  founds— folemn  and  flow 
Behold  the  grand  proceifion  go. 
All  moving  <on,  cat  after  kind. 
As  if  for  motion  ne'er  defign'd. 

Ccrijiahles,  whom  the  laws  admit 
To  keep  the  peace  by  breaking  it : 
Beadle; i  who  hold  the  fecond  place 
By  virtue  of  a  filver  mace. 
Which  ev'ry  Saturday  is  drawn. 
For  ufe  of  Sunday,  out  of  pawn  ; 
Trcafurcrsy  who  with  empty  key 
Secure  an  empty  Treafury  ; 
Cburch-i.vardci7s,  who  their  courfe  purfuc 
In  the  fime  Hate,  as  to  their  pew 

Church 


T  H  E      G  H  O  S  T.  253 

Churchnxjardcns  of  Saint  Margaret  go. 
Since  Peirfon  taught  them  pride  and  Ihow, 
Who  in  Ihort  tranfient  pomp  appear. 
Like  Almanacks  chang'd  ev'ry  year. 
Behind  whom,  with  unbroken  locks. 
Charity  carries  the  Poor^s  Box, 
Not  knowing  that  with  private  keys 
They  ope  and  Ihut  it  when  they  pieafe  ; 
Overfeers,  who  by  frauds  enfure 
The  heavy  curf^s  of  the  poor  ; 
Unclean  came  flocking,  B tills  and  Bears, 
Like  beafts  into  the  ark,  by  pairs. 

Portentous  flaming  in  the  van 
Stalk'd  the  Profe£or  Sheridan  ; 
A  man  of  nxiire,  a  mere  Pantvne^ 
A  downright  animal  machine. 
He  knovv's  alone  in  proper  mode 
Mow  to  take  vengeance  on  an  Ode, 
And  how  to  butcher  Ammon's  Ton 
And  poor  Jack  Dryden  both  in  one. 
On  all  occafions  next  the  Chair 
He  {lands  for  fervice  of  the  Mayor, 
And  to  inflruft  him  how  to  ufe 
His  ^'s  and  ^'s,  and /'s  and  ^'s. 
O'er  letters,  into  tatters  worn, 
O'^Q.x  fyllables,  defac'd  and  torn. 
O'er  Hjuords  disjointed,  and  o'tx  fenfe 
Left  deititute  of  all  defence. 
He  Ilrides,  and  all  the  way  he  goes. 
Wades,  deep  in  blood,  o'er  Crifs-Crofs-Ro^vs, 

Before 
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Before  him,  ev'ry  Confonant 

In  agonies  is  feen  to  pant ; 

Eehind,  in  forms  not  to  be  known, 

Tiie  ghoils  of  tcrtiir'd  Vo-vocls  groan. 
Next  Hart  and  Duke,  vyell  worthy  grace 

And  City  favour,  came  in  place. 

No  children  can  their  toils  engage. 

Their  toils  are  turn'd  to  rev'rend  age. 

When  a  Court-Dame,  to  grace  his  brows 

Refolv'd,  is  wed  to  City  ipoufe. 

Their  aid  with  IvladuitJi's  aid  mail  join 

The  aukward  dotard  to  refine. 

And  teach,  whence  truefl  glory  flows, 

Gra^-ve  SLr/y  to  turn  out  hia  toes. 

Each  bore  in  hand  a  '.it,  and  each 

To  Ihew  how  fit  he  was  to  teach 

A  C//,  an  Alderman,  a  Mayor, 

Led  in  a  Ilring  a  dancing  bear, 
Since  the  revival  of  Fingal, 
Cuftom,  and  Cuftom's  all  in  all. 
Commands  that  we  ihould  have  regard. 
On  all  high  feafons,  to  the  Bard. 
Great  a^lis  like  ihefe,  by  vulgar  tongue 
Profan'd,  fnould  not  be  faid,  but  fung. 
This  place  to  fill,  renovvn'd  in  fame. 
The  high  and  mighty  Lock  man  *  came  ; 

*  John  Lcckman,  Secretary  to  the  Erltirn  frc-rr-ng  FIHiery, 
Author  of  many  forgotten  Poe.iis,  and  TranHator  ol'igvcral  woiks 
from  the  French. 

And, 
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And,  ne'er  forgot  in  Dullman's  reign. 

With  proper  order  to  maintain 

The  imJformity  o^  pride. 

Brought  brother  Whitehead  by  his  fide. 

On  horfe,  who  proudly  paw'd  the  ground. 
And  calt  his  fiery  eye-balls  round. 
Snorting,  and  champing  the  rude  bit. 
As  if,  for  warlike  parpofe  fit. 
His  high  and  gen'rous  blood  difdain'd 
To  be  for  fports  and  paftimes  rcin'd. 
Great  Dymock,  in  his  glorious  ilation. 
Paraded  at  the  Ccrcnaticn. 
Not  fo  our  City  Dymock  came. 
Heavy,  difpiriied,  and  tame  ; 
No  mark  of  fenfe,  his  eyes  half-clos'dj 
He  on  a  mighty  dray-horfe  doz'd. 
Fate  never  could  a  horfe  provide 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  man  to  ride  ; 
Nor  find  a  man,  with  ftrictell  care. 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  horfe  to  bear. 
Hung  round  v^th  inftruments  of  death. 
The  fight  of  him  would  ftop  the  breath 
Of  braggart  Cowardice,  and  make 
The  very  Court  Dranjccanjlr  quake. 
With  dirks y  v/hich,  in  the  hands  of  fpite. 
Do  their  damn'd  bufinefs  in  the  night. 
From  Scotland  fent,  but  here  difplay'd 
Only  to  fill  up  the  parade  ; 
'SN'vC^f-jjcrdsy  unfieiii'd,  of  maiden  hue. 
Which  rage  or  valour  never  drew  j 

\Vitk 
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With  hlunderbu[fesy  taught  to  ride. 
Like  pocket-pijlolsj  by  his  fide. 
In  girdle  Huck,  he  feem'd  to  be 
A  little  moving  armory. 
One  thing  much  wanting  to  complete 
The  fight,  and  make  a  perfe6l  treat. 
Was,  that  the  horfe  (a  courtefy 
In  horfes  found  of  high  degree) 
Inftead  of -going /crw^r^  on. 
All  the  way  backxvard  fhould  have  gone. 
Horfes^  unlefs  they  breeding  lack. 
Some  fcruple  make  to  turn  their  back, 
7'ho'  riders,  which  plain  truth  declares. 
No  fcruple  make  of  turning  theirs. 
Far,  far  apart  from  all  thj  reft. 
Fit  only  for  a  ftanding  jeft. 
The  independent  (can  you  get 
A  better  fuited  epithet) 
The  independent  Amyand  came. 
All  burning  with  the  facred  flame 
Of  Liberty,  which  well  he  knowj 
On  the  great  ftock  of  Slav'ry  grows. 
Like  fparrow,  who,  depriv'd  of  mate 
Snatch'd  by  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate, 
From  fpray  to  fpray  no  more  will  hop, 
But  fits  alone  on  the  houfe-top. 
Or  like  himfelf,  when  all  alone 
At  Croydon,  he  was  heard  to  groan. 
Lifting  both  hands  in  the  defence 
Of  Intereit  and  Commcn-Scnfe; 
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Both  hands,  for  as  no  other  man 
Adopted  and  purfu'd  his  plan. 
The  /^/-hand  had  been  lonefome  quite, 
\i  he  had  not  held  up  the  right. 
Apart  he  came,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
With  rapture  on  a  dilrant  prize, . 
Gn  which  in  letters  worthy  note. 
There  "  Twenty.  Thcufand  Pounds"  was  wrote  : . 
Falfe  trap,  for  credit  fapp'd  is  found 
By  getting  twenty  thoufand  pound. 
Nay,  look  not  thus  on  me,  and  flare,. 
Doubting  the  certainty — To  fwjar 
In  fuch  a  cafe  I  Ihould  be  loth^ 
]jut  Perry  Cufl  *  may  take  his  oath. 
In  plain  and  decent  garb  array 'd. 
With  the  prim  quaker  Fraud  came  Trade;. 
Connivance,  to  im>prove  the  plan. 
Habited  like  2.  Jury-ma/t, 
judging  as  interell  prevails, 
Can;e  next  with  meaiures,  weights,   and  fc ales  ; 
Extortion  next,  of  hellifh  race, 
A  cub  moft  damn'd,  to  fhew  his  face 
Forbid  by  fear,  but  not  by  fhame, 

Turn'd  to  a  Je-.v,  like  cam.e ; 

Corruption,  Pvlidas-like,  behold 
Turning  whate'er  fhe  touch'd  to  gold  ; 
Impotence  led  by  Lull,  and  Pride 
Strutting  v/ith  Ponton  by  her  fide; 

*  See  North  Erhcn,  Vol.  III. 

VOL.LXVJ.  S  Hypocrjy, 
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Hypocrify,  demure  and  fad. 

In  garments  of  the  Priefthcod  clad. 

So  \vell  difguis'd,  that  ycu  might  fvvcar, 

Deceiv'd,  a  very  Priell:  was  there  ; 

Bankruptcy,  full  of  eafe  and  health. 

And  wallowing  in  ^.vcU-fa^v^ d  wealth. 

Came  fneering  thro'  a  ruin'd  band. 

And  bringing  B in  her  hand; 

Vicfcory  hanging  down  her  head. 

Was  by  a  Highland  flallion  led  ; 

Peace,  cloathM  in  fables,  with  a  face 

Which  witnefs'd  fenfe  of  huge  difgrace, 

Vvhich  fpake  a  deep  and  rooted  fhame 

Both  of  herfelf  and  of  her  name. 

Mourning  creeps  on,  and  blulhing  feels 

War,  grim  War  treading  on  her  heels  ; 

Tale  Credit,  fhaken  by  the  arts 

Of  men  with  bad  heads  and  vvorfe  hearts, 

Takino-  no  notice  of  a  band 

Which  near  her  were  ordain'd  to  fland. 

Well  nigh  dellroy'd  by  fickly  fit, 

Lock'd  willful  all  around  for  Pitt  ; 

rreedom— at  that  mxoll  hallo w'd  name 

My  fpirits  mount  into  a  flame. 

Each  pulfe  beats  high,  and  each  nerve  ftrains 

E'en  to  the  cracking  ;  thro'  my  veins 

The  tides  of  life  more  rapid  run. 

And  tell  me  I  am  Freedom's  fon-^ 

Freedom  cam.e  next,  but  fcarce  was  feen. 

When  the  fky,  which  appeal 'd  fcrcnt^^ 
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And  gay  before,  was  ovcrcall ; 
Horror  beftrcde  a.  foreign  blaft. 
And  from  the  pri/on  of  the  North, 
I'o  Freedom  deadly,  llorms  bur  ft  forth. 

A  car  like  thofe,  in  which,  we're  told. 
Our  wild  forefathers  warr'd  of  old. 
Loaded  with  death,  lix  horfes  bear 
Thro'  the  blank  region  of  the  air. 
Too  fierce  for  time  or  art  to  tame, 
'i'hey  pour'd  forth  mingled  fmoke  and  flame 
From  their  wide  noflrils ;  ev'ry  Heed 
\Vas  of  that  ancient  favage  breed 
Wjiich  fell  Geryon  nurs'd ;  their  food 
Ti^e  flefh  of  man,  their  drink  his  bIo6d. 

On  the  firft  horfes,  ill-match'd  pair, 
'This  fat  and  fleck,  that  lean  and  bare. 
Came  ill-match'd  riders  fide  by  fide. 
And  Poverty  was  yck'd  v.ith  Pride. 
Union  moil:  ftrange  it  m.uft  appear. 
Till  ether  unions  make  it  clear. 

Next,  in  the  gall  of  bitternefs, 
V/ith  rage,  which  words  can  ill  exprefs. 
With  unforgiving  rage,  which  iprings 
From  a  falfe  zeal  for  holy  things. 
Wearing  fuch  rcbes  as  prophets  wear, 
Falfe  prophets  plac'd  in  Peter's  chair  ; 
On  which,  in  characters  of  lire. 
Shapes  antic,  horrible  and  dire. 
Inwoven  flam'd  ;  v/here,  to  the  \iew. 
In  groups  appcar'd  a  rabble  crew 

S    £  Of 


26o  CHURCFriLL's     PORiMS. 

Of  fainted  devils,  where  all  round - 
Vile  reliques  of  vile  men  were  found. 
Who,  worfe  than  devils,  from  the  birth 
Perform'd  the  work  of  hell  on  earthy 
JuifglerSf  hiqi'ifttcrs,   and  Pcfcs, 
Feinting  at  axcs^  <i.vhedsi   and  ropes. 
And  engines,  fram'd  on  horrid  plan. 
Which  none  but  the  deflroyer  Man 
Could,  to  promote  his  felfifh  views. 
Have  heads  to  make,  or  hearts  to  ufe  5. 
Bearing,  to  confecrate  her  tricks. 
In  her  left-hand  a  Crucifix^ 
Remembrance  of  our  dying  Lord, 
And  in  ber  right  a  nvo-edg*d/-L>.'crd ; 
Having  her  brow:.,  in  impious  fport,.. 
/idoni'd  with  v/ords  of  high  import. 
On  earth  Peace,  among fi  men.  Good- will, 
Love  bearing,  avA  forbearing  ftiil. 
All  wrote  in  the  heart' s-blcod  oi  thofe 
Who  rather  death  than  fallhcod  chofe  ; 
On  her  breaft   (where,  in  days  of  ycrc. 
When  God  lov'd  jcnvs,  the  High-prleil  wore 
Thofe  oracles,  which  v/erc  decreed 
T' inl^rudl  and  guide  the  chofen  Iced) 
Having  with  glory  clad  and  ilren^th. 
The  Virgin  piclur'd  at  full  Ungth, 
V/hiirt  at  her  feet,  in  fmali  pourtra\  'd. 
As  fcarce  worth  notice,  Chrift  was  !:iid  ; 
Came  SupcrHition,  fierce  and  fell. 
An  imp  detclled,  e'en  in  hell  ; 
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Her  eye  inflam'd,  her  face  all  o*er 

Foully  befmear'd  with  human  gore, 
O'er  heaps  of  mangled  Sainis  (he  rode  ; 
Pall  at  her  heels  Death  proudly  ftrode. 
And  grimly  fmil'd,  well-pleas 'd  to  fee 
Such  havock  of  mortality. 

Clofe  by  her  fide,  on  mifchief  bent. 
And  urging  on  each  bad  intent 
To  its  full  bearing,  favage,  wild. 
The  mother  fit  of  fuch  a  child. 
Striving  the  empire  to  advance 
Of  fin  and  death,  came  Ignorance. 

With  looks,  where  dread  command  Vv^as  plac'd. 
And  fov 'reign  pow'r  by  pride  difgrac'd. 
Where  loudly  witnefiing  a  mind 
Of  favage  more  than  human  kind. 
Not  chufing  to  be  lov'd,  but  fearM, 
Mocking  at  right,  iVIifruIe  appear'd. 

With  eyeballs  glaring  fiery  red 
Enough  to  fiirike  beholders  dead, 
Gnalhing  his  teeth,  and  in  a  flood 
Pouring  corruption  forth  and  blood 
From  his  chaf 'd  jaws  ;  without  remorfe 
Whipping,  and  fpurring  on  his  horfe, 
Whofe  fides,  in  their  own  blood  embay 'd. 
E'en  to  xhz  bone  were  open  laid. 
Came  Tyranny  ;  difdaining  awe. 
And  trampling  over  S.'nj'e  and  Lazv, 
One  thing  and  only  one  he  knev/. 
One  objcd  only  would  punue, 

S  3  The' 
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Tho'  lefs  (fo  low  doth  paflion  bring) 
Than  man,  he  would  be  more  than  King. 

With  ev'ry  argument  and  art 
Which  might  corrupt  the  head  and  heart. 
Soothing  the  frenzy  of  his  mind. 
Companion  meet,  was  Flatt'ry  join'd. 
Winning  his  carriage,  ev'ry  look 
Employ'd,  whilll  itconceal'd  a  hook  ; 
When  fimple  moil,  moft  to  be  fear'd  ; 
IVIoit  crafty  when  no  craft  appear'd  ; 
His  tales  no  man  like  him  could  tell ; 
His  words,  which  melted  as  they  fell. 
Might  e'en  a  hypocrite  deceive. 
And  make  an  infidel  believe, 
W^antonly  cheating  o'er  and  o'er 
Thofe  who  had  cheated  been  before  : 
Such  Flatt'ry  came  in  evil  hour, 
Pois'ning  the  royal  ear  of  pow'r. 
And,  grown  by  projiltuticn  great. 
Would  be  firil  Miniiler  of  otate. 

Within  the  chariot,  all  alone. 
High  feated  on  a  kind  of  throne, 
W''ith  pebbles  grac'd,  a  figure  came. 
Whom  Juftice  would,  but  dare  not,  name. 
Hard  times  when  Juilice,  v.'ithout  fear. 
Dare  not  bring  forth  to  public  ear 
The  names  of  thofe,  who  dare  offend 
'Gainft,  Juftice,  and  pervert  her  end  : 
But,  if  the  Mufe  afford  me  grace, 
-Defcription  fnall  fupply  the  place. 

In 
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In/oreign  garments  he  was  clad  : 
Sage  ermine  o'er  the  glofTy  plai^i 
Call  rev'rend  honour ;  on  his  heart. 
Wrought  by  the  curious  hand  of  art. 
In  filver  wrought,  and  brighter  far 
Than  heav'nly  or  than  earthly  flar. 
Shone  a  fF^Ite  Ro/e,  the  emblem  dear 
Of  him  he  ever  muft  revere  ; 
Cf  that  dread  Lord,  who  with  his  hoft 
Of  faithful  native  rebels  loil. 
Like  thofe  black  fpirits  doom'd  to  hell. 
At  once  from  pow'r  and  virtue  fell  ; 
Around  his  clouded  brows  was  plac'd 
A  bonnet y  moft  fuperbly  grac'd 
With  mighty  thijlles,  nor  forgot 
The  facred  motto.  Touch  me  net. 

In  the  right-hand  a  fv/ord  he  bore 
Harder  than  adamant,  and  more 

Fatal  than  winds,  which  from  the  mouth 
Of  the  rough  North  invade  the  South  : 

The  reeking  blade  to  view  prefents 

The  blood  of  helplefs  innocents  ; 

And  on  the  hilt,  as  meek  become 

As  lambs  before  the  ihearers  dumb. 

With  dovv'ncafl  eye,  and  folemn  fhow 

Of  deep  unutterable  woe, 

Aslourning  the  time  when  Freedom  rcign'd. 

Fait  to  a  rock  was  Jullice  chain'd. 
In  his  left-hand,  in  v.'ax  impreil. 

With  bclis  and  gewgaws  idly  urelt, 

S  4  Ai 
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An  image,  caft  in  baby  mould. 
He  held,  and  fecm'd  o'erjoy'd  to  hold. 
On  this  he  fix'd  .his  eyes,  to  thii 
Bowing  he  gave  the  loyal  kil's. 
And,  for  rebellion  fully  ripe, 
Seem'd  to  defire  the  Antitype. 
What  if  to  that  Pretender\  foes 
His  greatnefs,  nay,  his  life  he  o\ve§. 
Shall  common  obligations  bind. 
And  liiake  his  conllancy  of  mind  f 
Scorning  fuck  weak  and  petty  chains. 
Faithful  to  James  he  dill  remains, 
Tho'  he  the  friend  of  George  appear  : 
J)[(Jlmuldt:oh''s  Virtue  here. 

Jealous  and  mean,  he  with  a  frown 
Would  awe,  and  keep  all  merit  down. 
Nor  would  to  Truth  and  Juftice  bend, 
Uniefs  out-bullied  by  hl\s  friend  : 
Erave  widiJthe  coward,  with  the  brave 
He  is  himfelf  a  coward  Have  ; 
Aw'd  by  his  fears,  hz  has  no  heart 
To  take  a  great  and  open  part ; 
Ivlines  in  a  fubde  train  .he  fprings, 
.And,  fecret,  faps  the  ears  of  kings  5 
iiat  not  e'en  there  continues  firm 
'Gainft  the  refiiiance  of  a  worm  : 
Born  in  a  country,  '■jjhere  the  ^^ill 
Of  one  is  laav  to  alU  he  ftijl 
Retain'd  th'  inuciion,  with  full  aim 
To  fpread  it  whercfoe'er  he  came  ; 
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Treedom  he  hated,  Lai-v  defied, 
"^iie  proftitutc  of  pow'r  and  pride  : 
-  La~jj  he  witli  eale  explains  away. 
And  leads  bewildcr'd  Senfe  aftray  ; 
Much  to  the- credit  of  his  brain 
Puzzles  the  caule  he  can't  maintain. 
Proceeds  on  moll  familiar  grounds. 
And,  where  he  can't  convince,  confounds:: 
Talents  of  rareii:  ilamp  and  fizc. 
To  Nature  falfe,  he'  mifapplies. 
And  turns  to  poifon  what  was  fent 
For  purpofes  of  nourifiiment. 
Palemfsy  not  fuch  as  on  his  wings 
The  meffenger  of  ficknefs  brings, 
But.-iuch  as  takes  its  coward  rife 
From  confcious  bafcnefs,  confcious  vice, 
O'erfpread  his  cheeks  ;  Dijaain  and  Pride, 
To  upfcart  fortunes  ever  tied, 
Sccv/I'd  on  his  brow.;  within  his  eye, 
InfidioaS,  lurking  like  a  fpy 
To  Caution  principled  by  Fear, 
Not  daring  open  to  appear, 
Lodg'd  covert  Mi/chief;  Pajion  hung 
On  his  lip  quiv!fing  ;  on  his  tongue 
Fraud  dv.-elt  at  large  ;  within  his  brcail 
All  that  makes  Villain  found  a  neil:. 
All  that,  on  hesl's  compleatcH  plan. 
E'er  join'd  to  damn  the  heart  of  man. 

Soon  as  the  car  reach'd  land,  he  rofe. 
And  v/ith  a  look  wliich  might  have  froze 


The 


266  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

The  heart's  belt  blood,  which  was  enough. 

Had  hearts  been  made  of  llerner  fluff 

In  cities  than  elfe where,  to  make 

The  very  ftoiiteft  quail  and  quake. 

He  caft  his  baleful  eyes  around. 

Fix'd  without  motion  to  the  ground. 

Fear  waiting  on  furprize,  all  flood. 

And  horror  chill'd  their  curdled  blood: 

No  more  they  thought  of  pcrdp^  no  more 

(For  they  had  feen  his  face  before) 

Of  La^cv  they  thought ;  the  caufe  forgot, 

V/hethcr  it  was  or  Ghofl,  or  Plot, 

\^''hich  drew  them  there.     They  all  flood  more 

Like  flatues  than  they  were  before. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Could  art,  could  force. 
Or  both  diredl  a  proper  courfc 
To  make  this  favage  monfler  tame. 
Or  fend  him  back  the  way  he  came  ? 
What  neither  art,  nor  force,  nor  both 
Could  do,  a  Lord  o^  foreign  growth, 
A  Lord  to  that  bafe  wretch  allied     - 
In  country,  not  in  vice  and  pride, 
Effeifled  :  from  the  felf-fame  land, 
(fiad  news  for  our  blafpheming  band 
Of  fcribblers,  but  deferving  note) 
The  poifon  came,  ar^d  antidote. 
Abafli'd  the  monfler  hung  his  head ; 
And  like  an  empty  vifion  fled  ; 
His'  train,  like  virgin  fnows  Vvhich  run> 
Kifb'd  by  the  burning  bawdy  fun. 

To 
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To  lovefick  flreams,  dilTolv'd  in  air  ; 
Joy,  who  from  abfence  feem'd  more  fair. 
Came  fmiling,  freed  from  flavilh  awe  ; 
Loyalty,  Liberty,  and  Law, 
Impatient  of  the  galling  chain. 
And  yoke  of  pow'r,  refum'd  their  reign  ; 
And  burning  with  the  glorious  flame 
Of  public  virtue,  Mansfield  came. 


END      OF      THE      GHOST^ 
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GRACE  faid  in  form,  which  Sceptics  mull  agree* 
When  they  are  told  that  grace  was  faid  by  me  ; 
'Jhe  fervants  gone,  to  break  the  fcurvy  jefl 
On  the  proud  landlord,  and  his  thread-bare  guefl; 
The  King  gone  round,  my  Lady  too  withdrawn. 
My  Lord,  in  ufual  tafte,  began  to  yawn. 
And  lolling  backward  in  his  elbow-chair. 
With  an  infipid  kind  of  ftupid  Hare, 
Picking  his  teeth,  twirling  his  feals  about— 
Churchill,  you. have  a  poem  coming  out. 
You've  my  beft  wilhes ;  but  I  really  fear 
Your  Mufe  in  general  is  too  fevere  ; 
Her  fpirit  feems  her  int'reft  to  oppofe. 
And  where  fhe  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty  foes. 
C.  Your  Lcrdlhip's  fears  are  juil,  I  feel  their  force. 
But  only  feel  it  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
The  man  whofe  hardy  fpirit  lliall  engage 
To  laih  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age. 
At  his  firll  fetting  forward  ought  to  know, 
Tfeut  ev'ry  rogue  he  meets  muft  be  his  foe  ; 
That  the  rude  breath  of  fatire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  fear  the  llroke. 

But 
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5ut  ftiall  the  partial  rage  of  felfifli  men 
From  ftubborn  juftice  wrench  the  righteous  pen^. 
Or  Ihall  I  not  my  fettled  courfe  purfue, 
Becaufe  my  foes  are  foes  to  Virtue  too  ? 

L.  What  is  this  boafted  Virtue,  taught  in  Schools, 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiquated  rules  ? 
What  is  her  ufe  ?  Point  out  one  wholefome  end  : 
Will  fhe  hurt  foes,  or  can  llie  make  a  friend  r 
When  from  long  falls  fierce  appetites  arife. 
Can  this  fame  Virtue  ftifle  Nature's  cries  ? 
Can  ihe  the  pittance  of  a  meal  afford. 
Or  bid  thee  welcome  to  one  great  man*s  board  ? 
When  northern  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  frofl  and  fnow,  can  Virtue  keep  thee  warm? 
Can'il:  thou  difmifs  the  hard  unfeeling  dun 
Barely  by  faying.  Thou  art  Virtue's  fon  ?. 
Or  by  bafe  blund'ring  ftatefmen  fent  to  jail,. 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  Virtue  for  thy  bail  ? 
Believe  it  not,  the  name  is  in  difgrace. 
Virtue  and  Temple  now  are  out  of  place. 

Quit  then  this  meteor,  whofe  delufive  ray 
From  wealth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  aftray. 
True  Virtue  means,  let  Reafon  ufe  her  eyes. 
Nothing  with  fools,  and  int'rell:  with  the  wife. 
Would'il  thou  be  greats  her  patronage  difclaim. 
Nor  madly  triumph  in  fo  mean  a  name : 
Let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adorn. 
And  leave  to  Virtue  poverty  and  fcorn. 
Let  Prudence  be  thy  guide  ;  who  doth  not  know 
liuw  iVidom  Prudence  can  with  Virtue  go  ? 

To 
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To  be  fuccefsful  try  thy  utmoft  force. 
And  Virtue  follows  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 

Hirco,  who  knows  not  Hirco  ?  ftains  the  bed 
Of  that  kind  mailer  who  fiift  gave  him  bread. 
Scatters  the  feeds  of  difcord  thro'  the  land. 
Breaks  ev'ry  public,  ev'ry  private  band. 
Beholds  with  joy  a  trui'ting  friend  undone. 
Betrays  a  brother,  and  would  cheat  a  fon  : 
What  mortal  in  his  fenfes  can  endure 
The  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  vvretcli  is  poor  ! 
**  Let  him  hang,  drown,  jftarve,  on  a  dunghill  rot, 
**  By  ail  deteiled  live,  and  die  forgot ; 
*'  Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 
*'   Feel  ail  death's  pains,  yet  be  whole  years  in  death," 
Is  now  the  gen'ral  cry  Vv'C  all  purfue  : 
Let  Fortune  change,  and  Prudence  changes  too; 
Supple  and  pliant  a  new  fyllem  feels. 
Throws  up  her  cap,  and  fpaniels  at  his  heels ; 
Long  live  great  Hirco,  cries,  by  int'reft  taught. 
And  let  his  foes,  tho'  I  prove  one,  be  nought. 

C.  Peace  to  fuch  men,  if  fuch  men  can  have  peace. 
Let  their  poflefiions,  let  their  ibte  increafe  ; 
Let  tlieir  bafe  fervices  in  Courts  flrike  root. 
And  in  the  feafon  bring  forth  golden  1j  uit ; 
I  envv-  rot :  let  thofe  who  have  the  v/ill. 
And,  with  fo  little  fpirit,  fo  m.uch  fkill. 
With  fuch  vile  inftrumcnts  their  fortunes  carve  ; 
Rogues  may  grow  fat,  an  honefl:  man  dares  flarve. 

L.  Thcfe  itale  conceits  thrown  off,  let  us  advance 
For  once  tc  real  life,  and  quit  romance. 

Starve  ! 
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Starve  !   pretty  talking  !  but  I  fain  would  view 
That  man,  that  honeft  man,  would  do  it  too. 
Hence  to  yon  mountain  which  outbraves  the  iky. 
And  dart  trom  pole  to  pole  thy  ftrengthen'd  eye. 
Thro'  all  that  fpace  you  Ihall  not  view  one  man. 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  ad  on  fuch  a  plan. 
Cowards  in  calms  will  lay,  what  in  a  Aorm 
The  brave  will  tremble  at,  and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  proof,  and,  fpite  of  all  you've  faid. 
You'd  give  your  honour  for  a  crufl  of  bread. 

C.  What  proof  might  do,  what  hunger  might  effecl. 
What  famifh'd  Nature,  looking  with  neglect 
On  all  fhe  once  held  dear,  what  fear,  at  itrife 
With  fainting  Virtue  for  the  means  of  life. 
Might  make  this  cov/ard  fielh,  in  love  with  breath, 
Shudd'ring  at  pain,  and  Ihrinking  back  from  deaths 
In  trealbn  to  my  foul,  defcend  to  bear, 
Trufting  to  Fate,  I  neither  know  nor  care . 

Once,  at  this  hour  thofe  wounds  afreih  I  fed. 
Which  nor  profperity  nor  time  can  heal, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  Fate  feverely  hath  decreed, 
Mention'd  or  thought  of,  muil:  for  ever  bleed, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of  man. 
Which  brings  fuch  mighty  aid  to  Virtue's  plan  ; 
Ofice,  aw'd  by  Fortune's  molt  opprefiive  frown. 
By  legal  rapine  to  the  earth  bov/'d  dov/n. 
My  credit  at  lail:  g'^fp,  my  ftate  undone. 
Trembling  to  meet  the  ftiock  I  could  not  Ihun, 
Virtue  gave  ground,  and  black  defpnir  prevail'd  ; 
Sinking  beneath  Uie  itorm,  rny  fpirits  fail'd. 

Like 
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Like  Peter's  faith  ;  'till  one,  a  friend  indeed. 

May  all  dillrefs  find  fuch  in  time  of  need, 

Gne  kind  good  man,  in  ad,  in  word,  in  thought,. 

By  Virtue  guided,  and  by  Wifdom  taught. 

Image  of .  him  whom  Chnftians  Ihould  adore, 

Stretch'd  forth  his  hand,  and  brought  me  fafeto  fhorc. 

Since,  by  good  fortune  into  notice,  rais'd. 
And  for  fonie  little  merit  largely  prais'd, 
Indulg'd  in  fwerving  from  prudential  rules,. 
Hated  by  rogues,. and  not  bjloi^'d  by  fools, 
Plac'd  above  want,  fnall  abject  thiril  of  wealth  - 
So  fiercely  war  'gainlt  my  foul's  dearell:  health,. 
That,  as  a  boon,.  I  fhould  bafe  fhackles  crave,. 
And,  born  to  freedom,  make  myfelf.  a  Have  ; . 
That  I.  fhould  in  the  train  of  thufe  appear. 
Whom  Honour  cannot  love,  nor  Manhood  .fear  T' 
That  I  no  longer  fkulk  from  flreet  to  ftreet, , 
Afraid  lefl  duns  affail,  and  bailiffs  meet ; 
That  I  from  place  to  place  this  carcafe  bear. 
Walk  forth  at  large,  and  wander  free  as  air  ;- 
That  1  no  longer  dread  the  aukward  friend, . 
Whcfe  very  obligations  muft.clfend. 
Nor,  all  too  forward,  with  impatience  burn. 
At  fuff'ring  favours  which  I  can't  return; 
That,  from  dependence  and  from  pride  fecure,.. 
1  am  not  plac'd  fo  high  to  fcorn  the  poor, 
Tsor  yet  fb  low,  that  I  my  Lord  fhould  fear. 
Or  hcfltate  to  give  him  (acer  for  fneer ; 
That,  whilfl  fage  Prudence  my  purfuits  confirms, . 
1  can  enjoy  the  world  on  equal  terms ;. 

That, 
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That,  kind  to  others,  to  myfelf  moft  true. 

Feeling  no  want,  I  comfort  thofe  who  do. 

And  with  the  will  have  j5ower  to  aid  diflrefs  : 

Thefe,  and  what  other  blelTings  I  poflefs,. 

From  the  indulgence  of  the  Public  rife;. 

All  private  patronage  my  foul  defies. 

hy  candour  more  inclined  to  fave,  than  damn,, 

A  gen'rous  Public  made  me  what  I  am. 

All  that  I  have,  they  gave  ;  juil  Mem'ry  bears 

The  grateful  /lamp,  and  what  I  am  is  theirs. 

L.  To  feien  a  red-hot  zeal  for  Freedom's  cauiCj,. 
To  mouth  aloud  for  liberties  and  laws. 
For  public  good  to  bellow  all  abroad. 
Serves  well  the  purpofes  of  private  fraud. 
Prudence*  by  public  good  intends  her  own  ; 
If  yoa  mean  otherwife,  you  fland  alone. 
What  do  we  mean  by  Country  and  by  Court? 
What  is  it  to  Oppofe,  what  to  Support  ? 
Mere  words  of  courfe,  and  what  is  more  abfurdl 
Tlian  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  v/ord  ? 
Majors  and  Minors  difEcr  but  m  nam.e. 
Patriots  and  Minifters  are  much  the  fame  ; 
The  only  diif'rence,.  after -all  their  rout. 
Is,. that  the  one  is  //?,  the  other  c.v/. 

Explore  the  dark  recefies  of  the  mind, . 
In  the  foul's  honelt  volume  read  mankind,  . 
And.own,  in  wife  and  fimple,  great  and  fmallj , 
The  fame  grand  leading  principle  in  all. 
Whate'er  we  talk  of  wifdom  to  the  wife. 
Of  gocdnefs  to  the  good,  of  public  ties 

YoL.  LXVI.  T.  Vftilch^ 
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Which  to  our  country  link,  ot  private  bands 

Which  claim  moil:  dear  attention  at  our  hands. 

For  parent  and  for  child,  forVvife  and  friend. 

Our  firft  great  Mover,  and  our  lalt  great  End, 

Is  one,  and,  by  whatever  name  we  call 

The  ruling  tyrant.  Self  is  all  in  all. 

This,  which  unwilling  Fadion  fhall  admit. 

Guided  in  different  ways  a  Bute  and  Pitt, 

Made  Tyrants  break,  made  Kings  oblervc  the  law. 

And  gave  the  world  a  Stuart  and  Naflau. 

Kath  Nature  (ilrange  and  wild  conceit  of  pride) 
Diftinguifli'd  thee  from  all  her  Tons  belike  ? 
Doth  virtue  in  thy  bofoni  brighter  glow. 
Or  from  a  fpring  more  pure  doth  aition  flow  ? 
Is  not  thy  foul  bound  with  thofe  very  chains  • 
Which  fhackle  us  ;  or  is  that  Self,  which  reigns 
O'er  kings  and  beggars,  which  in  all  we  fee 
Moft  ilrong  and  fov 'reign,  only  weak  in  thee  ? 
Fond  man,  believe  it  not ;  experience  tells 
'Tis  not  thy  virtue,  but  thy  pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawlefs  pen) 
Think,  and  confefs  thyfelf  like  other  men  ; 
Think  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  conlcience  led 
By  Reafon's  hand,  bow  down  and  hang  thy  head  ; 
Think  on  thy  private  life,  jecal  thy  youth. 
View  thyfelf  now,  and  own  with  ftridelt  truth, 
'^l  hat  Self  hath  drawn  thee  from  fair  Virtue's  way 
Farther  than  Folly  would  have  dar'd  to  Ibay, 
And  that  the  talents  lib'ral  Nature  gave 
To  make  thee  free,  have  made  thee  more  a  Have. 

Quit 
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Quit  then,  in  prudence  quit,  that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  have  fo  long  abus'd  thy  brain. 
And  captive  led  thy  pow'rs  ;  with  boundlels  will 
Let  Self  maintain  her  flate  and  empire  ftilj. 
But  let  her,  with  more  worthy  objeds  caught. 
Strain  all  the  faculties  and  force  of  thought 
To  things  of  higher  daring ;  let  her  range 
Thro'  better  paitures,  and  learn  how  to  chano-e  ; 
Let  her,  no  longer  to  weak  faftion  tied. 
Wifely  revolt,  and  join  our  ilronger  fide. 

C.  Ah  !  what,  my  Lord,  bath  private  life,  to  do  ■ 
With  things  of  public  nature  ?  Why  to  view 
Would  you  thus  cruelly  thofe  fcenes  unfold. 
Which,  without  pain  and  horror  to  behold, 
Mufc  fpeak  me  fomething  more  or  lei's  than  man  ; 
Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  I  never  can  ? 
Look  back  !.  a  thought  v,hich  borders  on  defcair, 
Wliich  human  nature  muil,  yet  cannot  bear. 
'Tis  not  the  babbling  of  a  buiy  world,  . 
Where  praife  and  cenlure  are  at  random  hurl'd,  . 
Which  can  the  meanell  of  my  thoughts  controul,  , 
Or  liiake  one  fettled  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  v/ild  curfes  roam. 
If  all,  if  all,  alas !  were  well  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  Confclence  tells. 
When  {lie  v/ith  more  than  tragic  horror  fwells 
Each  circumftance  of  guilt ;  when  Hern,  but  true, 
S'hQ  brings  bad  actions  forth  into  review  ; 
And,  like  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall, 
B'ldi  late  RemorL'  awake  at  Reafon'3  call  j 

T  2  Arm'd 
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Arm'd  at  all  points  bids  fcorpion  Vengeance  pais. 
And  to  the  mind  holds  up  Pvcfleilion's  glafs  ; 
The  mind,  which  flarting,  hea\  cs  the  heart-felt  groan. 
And  hates  that  form  fne  knows  to  be  her  own. 

Enough  of  this— let  private  forrows  red— 
As  to  the  Public  I  dare  ftand  the  teil ; 
Dare  proudly  boaft,  I  feci  no  wilh  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  my  Country's  love. 
Stranger  to  party-rage,  by  Reafon's  voice, 
Unerr  ng  guide,  diredlcd  in  my  choice. 
Not  all  the  tyrant  pow'rs  of  earth  combin'd. 
No,  nor  of  hell,  fliall  make  me  change  my  mind> 
Vv'hat  I   herd  with  men  my  honell  foul  difdains, 
J\Ien  who,  with  fervile  zeal,  are  forging  chains 
For  Freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  helping  hand. 
To  fpread  deflrudion  o'er  my  native  land. 
What  1  fliall  I  not,  e'en  to  my  latell  breath, 
Jn  the  full  face  of  danger  and  of  death. 
Exert  that  little  Ilrength  which  Nature  gave. 
And  boldly  ftem,  or  perifli  in  the  wave  ? 

L.  When  I  look  backward  for  fome  fifty  ycar5. 
And  fee  protef.ing  Patriots  turn  to  Peers  ; 
Hear  men,  moll  loofe,  for  decency  declaim. 
And  talk  of  character  without  a  name  ; 
See  infdels  affert  the  caufe  of  God, 
And  meek  Divines  wield  perf:;culion's  rod  ; 
See  men  transfcrm'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  men. 
See  Whitehead  *  take  a  place,  -j-  Ralph  change  his  pen, 

*   Paul  Vv'h'uciicad. 

■j-  James  Ralpii.     ;Ste  Lcid  Mclcombc's  "Diary." 

I  mock 
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I  mock  the  zeal-,  and  deem  the  men  in  fport. 
Who  rail  at  Miniiliers,  and  curie  a  Court. 
Thee,  haughty  as  thou  art,  and  proud  in  rime. 
Shall  .fome  preferment,  offer'd  at  a  time 
When  ^''irtue  fleeps,  fome  facrifice  to  pride. 
Or  fome  fair  viiflim,  m.ove  to  change  thy  fide. 
Thee  ihall  thefe  eyes  behold,  to  health  reftor'd, 
Ufmg,  as  Prudence  bids,  bold  Satire's  fword. 
Galling  thy  prefent  friends,  and  praifmg  thofe. 
Whom  now  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greateft  foes. 

C,   May  I   (can  worfe  difgrace  on  manhood  fall  ?) 
Be  born  a  \\'mtehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul ; 
May  I  (tho'  to  his  fervice  deeply  tied 
By  facred  oaths,  and  now  by  will  allied) 
With  falfe  feign'd  zeal  an  injur 'd  God  defend. 
And  ufe  his  name  for  fome  bafe  private  end  ; 
May  I  (that  thought  bids  double  horrors  roll 
O'er  my  fick  fpirits,  and  unmians  my  foul) 
Ruin  the  virtue  which  I  held  moil:  dear. 
And  ftiil  muil  hold  ;  may  I,  thro'  abjecl  fear. 
Betray  my  friend  ;  may  to  fuccecding  times, 
Engrav'd  on  plates  of  adamant,  my  crimes 
Stand  blazing  forth,  whilft  mark'd  with  en\  ious  blot. 
Each  little  adl  of  virtue  is  forgot  ; 
Of  all  thofe  evils  which,  to  flamp  men  curs'd. 
Hell  keeps  in  ftore  for  vengeance,  may  the  vvorfl 
Light  on  my  head,  and  in  my  day  of  woe. 
To  make  the  cup  of  bitternefs  o'er  flow, 
Pvlay  I  bj  fcorn'd  by  ev'ry  man  of  worih, 
;ider,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  en  earih, 

T  3  Bearing 
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Bearing  about  a  hell  in  my  own  mind. 
Or  be  to  Scotland  for  my  life  confined. 
If  i  am  one  among  the  many  known. 
Whom  Sheiburne  ikd,  and  Calcraft  blufli'd  to  own. 
L,  Do  you  reflect  what  men  you  make  your  foes  ? 
C.  1  do,  and  that's  the  reafon  I  oppofe. 
Friends  Lhave  made,  whom  Envy  mull  commend. 
But  not  one  foe,  whom  1  would  wifh  a  friend. 
What  if  ten  thoufand  Butes  and  Hollands  bawl. 

One  Wilkes  hath  made  a  large  amends  for  all. 
'Tis  not  the  title,  whether  handed  down 

From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  from  the  crown 
,  In  copious  ilreams  on  recent  men,  who  came 

From  ftems  unknown,  and  fires  without  a  name  ; 

'Tis  not  iht/lary  which  our  great  Edward  gave 

To  mark  the  virtuous,  and  reward  the  brave. 

Blazing  without,  whilil  a  bafe  heart  within 
.  Is  rotten  to  the  corei  with  filth  and  fin  ; 

'Tis  not  the  tinfel  grandeur,  taught  to  wait, 
,  At  cullcm's  call,  to  mark  a  fool  of  flate 

From  fools  of  IcfTer  note,  that  foul  can  awe 

Vv  hofc  pride  is  Reafon,  whofe  defence  is  Law. 
L.  Suppofe  (a  thing  fcarce  poiTible  in  art, 

W^ere  it  thy  cue  :o  play  a  common  part ;) 
,  Suppofe  thy  writings  fo  well  fenc'd  in  law. 

That  Norton  *  cannot  iind,  nor  m.ake  a  flaw, 
.Haft  thou  not  h^ard,  that  'm.ongft  our  ancient  tribes. 

By  party  v/arpt,  or  luU'd  alleep  by  bribes, 

*.  Sir  Fkiclicr  Norton,  Attorney- General. 

Or 
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Or  trembling  at  the  ruffian  hand  of  Force, 

Law  hath  fufpended  flood,  or  chang'd  its  courfe  ? 

Art  thou  ailur'd,  that,  for  deilru6lion  /ipe. 

Thou  may'll  not  fmart  beneath  the  felf-fame  gripe  ? 

What  fandion  hail  thou,  frantic  in  thy  rimes. 

Thy  life,  thy  freedom  to  fecure  • 

C.  The  times. 
'Tis  not  on  law-,  a  fyftem  great  and  good. 
By  wifdom  penn'd,  and  bought  by  noblell  blood. 
My  faith  relies  ;  by  wicked  men  and  vain. 
Law,  once  abus'd,  may  be  abus'd  again. — 
No,  on  our  great  Law-giver  I  depend. 
Who  knows  and  guides  her  to  her  proper  end  ; 
Whofc  royalty  of  nature  blazes  out 
So  fierce,  'twere  fm  to  entertain  a  doubt- 
Did  tyrant  Stuarts  now  the  laws  difpenfe, 
(Bleft  be  the  hour  and  hand  vv'hich  fent  them  hence) 
For  fomething,  or  for  nothing,  for  a  word. 
Or  thought,  1  might  be  doom'd  to  death,  unheard. 
Life  v/e  might  all  refign  to  lawlefs  pow'r. 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchafe  of  an  hour ; 
But  Envy  ne'er  Ihall  fix  fo  foul  a  itain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  Bruniwick's  reign* 
L^',  fiave  to  pnrty,  to  revenge,  or  pride. 
If,  by  frail  human  error  drawn  afide, 
1  break  the  Law,  ih'ic^  rigour  let  her  v/ear  ; 
'  I'ic  her's  to  punifli,  and  'tis  mine  to  bear  ; 
Nor  by  the  voice  of  JuiHce  doom'd  to  death. 
Would  I  alk  mercy  with  my  iateit  breath. 

T  4  Bur, 
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But,  anxious  only  for  my  Country's  good. 
In  which  my  King's,  of  cour/e,  is  underftood ; 
Form'd  on  a  plan  with  fome  few  patriot  friends, 
Whilfl  by  jufl  'means  I  aim  at  nobleft  ends. 
My  fpirits  cannot  fmk ;  tho'  from  the  tomb 
•  Stern  Jewries  fliould  be  plac'd  in  Mansfield's  room; 
I'ho'  he  Ihould  bring,  his  bafe  dcfigns  to  aid, 
Seme  black  Attorney,  for  his  purpofe  made. 
And  fliove,  whilft  Decency  and  Law  retreat. 
The  modeil  Norton  from  his  maiden  feat  ; 
Tho'  both,  in  ill  confed'rates,  Ihould  agree. 
In  damned  league,  to  torture  law  and  me, 
Whilil  George  is  King,  I  cannot  fear  endure ; 
Not  to  be  guilty,  is  to  be  fecure. 

But  vvhen,  in  after-times,   (be  far  remov'd 
That  day)  our  monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd, 
.  Sleeps  with  his  fathers,  ihould  imperious  Fate, 
.In  vengeance,  with  frelh  Stuarts  curfe  our  Itate  ; 
Should  they,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  fence  of  law. 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tame  fools  in  awe  ; 
Should  they,  by  brutal  and  oppreffive  force. 
Divert  fweet  JulHce  from  her  even  courfe ; 
Should  they,  o^  ev'ry  other  m.eans  bereft, 
I\iake  my  ^-Ight-hand  a  witnefs  'gainit  my  left ; 
Should  they,  abroad  by  Inquifitions  taught, 
Searcii  out  my  foul,  ai.d  damn  me  for  a  thought ; 
Still  would  1  keep  my  courfv,  ftiil.fpeak.  Hill  v/ritc, 
'Till  dcatli  had  plung'd  me  in  the  ihades  of  night. 

Thou  God  cf  Tr.i:!:,  thou. great,  all-lcarching  eye. 
To  whom  cur  liicught^,  our. fpiriis  open  lie, 

-Cj  raar 
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Grant  me  thy  ftrength,  and  in  that  needful  hour, 
(Should  it  e'er  come)  when  Law  fubmits  to  Pow'r, 
With  firm  refolve  my  Heady  bcfom  Iteel, 
Bravely  to  fuffer,  the'  I  deeply  fed. 

Let  me,  as  hitherto,  ftill  draw  my  breath. 
In  love  with  life,  but  not  in  fear  of  dearth  ; 
And,  if  OpprclEon  brings  me  to  the  grave. 
And  marks  me  dead,  fhe  ne'er  fhall  mark  a  flavc* 
Let  no  unworthy  marks  of  grief  be  heard. 
No  V  ild  laments,  not  one  unfcemly  word  ; 
Let  fober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
1  won't  forgive  that  friend  who  drops  one  tear, 
"Whether  he's  raviPn'd  in  life's  early  morn. 
Or,  in  old  age,  drops  like  an  ear  of  corn. 
Full  ripe  he  fails,  on  Nature's  nobleii  plan, 
Who  lives  to  Reafon,  and  who  dies  a  Man. 
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ACCUPvS'D  the  man,  whom  Fate  ordains  in  fpite. 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  Read  and  Write  1 
What  need  of  letters  ?  Wherefore  fhould  we  fpell? 
Why  write  our  names  ?  A  mark  will  do  as  well. 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mil'-fpent. 
In  climbing  Learning's  rugged  fteep  afcent ; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  advent'rer's  got. 
He  reigns,  vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot, 
Whilft  in  the  ^vale  of  lg7iorance  below. 
Folly  and  Vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow  ; 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ^^''^y  fide. 
And  proud  Preferment  rolls  \tx  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wafle^ 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  tafte. 
To  bear  the  flavifn  drudgery  of  fchools. 
And  tamely  Hoop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules. 
For  re-\'en  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  eafe. 
To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  degrees. 
Beneath  the  weight  of  folemn  toys  to  groan. 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  mankind  unknown  ; 
7o  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread -bare  tale. 
And  laugh  till  reafon  biuih,  and  fpirits  fail. 

Manhood 
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Manhood  with  vile  fubmiiTion  to  difgrace. 
And  cap  the  fool,  whole  merit  is  his  place  ; 
\  ice-Chancellors,  whofe  knowledge  is  but  ImaU, 
And  Chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all : 
Ili-brook'd  the  gen'rous  fpirit  in  thole  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praiie. 
When  nobles,  wdth  a  love  of  Icience  blefs'd, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themfelves  pofiefs'd. 

But  no^LVy  when  Dullnefs  rears  aloft  her  throne. 
When  Lordly  vaflals  her  wide  empire  own. 
When  Wit,  feduc'd  by  Envy,  ftarts  afide. 
And  bafely  leagues  with  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
V.hat  72o--<j  IhoiJd  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  milled. 
Learning's  unfafhionabie  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  thofe  labours,  which  our  fathers  bore, 
7"hat  crown  v»'ith-heid.  which  they  in  trium.ph  wore  ? 

When  with  much  pains  this  boaiicd  learning's  got, 
'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  vvho  have  it  net. 
Ln  fome  it  caufes  hate,  in  otliers  fear, 
Inilru6ts  our  foes  to  rail,  our  friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  halle  the  v/orldly-minded  fool 
.Forgets  the  little  which  lie  Icarn'd  at  fchcol  ; 
I'he  elder  brother,  to  vait  fortunes  born. 
Looks  on  all  fcience  v.'ith  an  eye  of  fcorn  ; 
Dependent  brethren  the  fame  features  wear. 
And  younger  fons  are  ilupid  as  the  heir. 
jn  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  Church  and  State, 
Genius  ib  vile,  and  Learning  out  of  date. 

Is  tliis — O  death  to  think  !  is  this  the  land 
Where  Merit  and  Reward  went  hand  in  hand^ 

Where 
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Where  heroes,  parent-like,  the  Poet  view'd. 

By  whom  they  faw  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd  ; 

Where  Poets,  true  to  honour,  tun'd  tlieir  lays. 

And  by  their  patrons  fandify'd  their  praife  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where,  on  our  Spenier's  tongue, 

Enamour'd  .of  his  voice,  defcription  hung  ; 

Wliere  Jonfon  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 

V/hilft  Reafon  thro'  her  critic  fences  fmiPd ; 

V/hcre  Nature  iift'ning  flood.,  whiill  Shakefpeare  play'd. 

And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herfelf  had  made  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 

And  oilice  high,  fair  Freedom  walk'd  at  large  ; 

Where,  finding  in  our  la-ws  a  fure  defence. 

She  mock'd  at  all  reftraints,  but  thofe  of  fenfe  ; 

Where  Health  and  Honour  trooping  by  her  fide, 

Slic  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  ard  wide  j 

Pointed  the  way  Ailiidion  to  beguile. 

And  bade  the  face  of  Sorrow  wear  a  fmile  ; 

Bade  thofe,  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call. 

Enjoy  her  bleifmgs,  which  God  meant  for  all? 

Is  this  the  land,  where  in  fome  tyrant's  reign. 

When  a  ~^veak,  ^fsicked,  minijierial  train. 

The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  ilaves  of  int'rell:,  plann'd 

Their  Country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 

I'hofe  Vv'retches,    who,  ordain'd  in  Freedom's  caufc. 

Gave  up  their  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws ; 

When  Pow'r  was  taught  by  Meannefs  where  to  go. 

Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  virtue  of  a  foe  ; 

When,  like  a  lep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head 

To  the  foul  heai-t  her  fore>  Corruption  fpread. 

Her 
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Her  iron  arm  when  flcrn  OpprefTion  rear'd. 

And  Virtue,  from  her  broad  bafe  (haken,  fear'd 

The  fcourge  of  Vice;  when^  impotent  and  vain. 

Poor  Freedom  bow'd  the  neck  to  Slav'ry's  chain  ; 

Is  this  fjJie  land,  where  in  thofe  worit  of  times. 

The  hardy  Poet  raisM  his  h^nell  rimes 

To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  controulraent  fpeak 

In  guilty  bluilies  on  the  villain's  cheek. 

Bade  pow'r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe. 

And  made  them  fear  the  Mufe,  who  fear'd  not  Law  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls. 
Whom  folly  guides,  and  prejudice  controuls  ; 
Who,  one  dull  drowfy  track  of  bufmefs  trod, 
Worfliip  their  Mammon,  and  neglect  their  God ; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  muily  fet  of  rules. 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyilem  fools  ; 
Who,  form'd  to  dullnefs  from  their  very  youth. 
Lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  Gofpel  truth. 
Pick  up  tlieir  little  knowledge  from  Reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  llock  of  faith  in  news : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  creatures,  form'd  like  thefe. 
Whom  Reafon  fcorns,  and  I  lliould  blulh  to  pleale. 
Rail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crime. 
And  hold  not  truth  as  truth,  if  told  in  rime  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius,  hoary  groan 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  welfare,  and  his  own. 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  oilke,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn. 
Too  mean  (the  woril  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  proud  to  have  a  friend, 

Errine 
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Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  facred  hold. 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  old. 
Rebukes  my  fpirit,  bids  the  daring  Mufe 
Subjects  more  equal  to  her  v/caknefs  chufe  ; 
Eids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fwains. 
Nor  dare  to  traflick  in  ambitious  llrains  ; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  Ode,  or  Sonnet  pertly  trim. 
Along  the  church-way  path  complain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mafon  on  the  firfl  of  May  ? 
*'  All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  Kings, 
*'   All  States  and  Statefmen  are  thole  mighty  things 
*'  Which,  howfoe't-r  they  out  of  courle  may  roll, 
**  W^ere  never  made  for  Poets  to  controu!/' 

Peace,  peace,  thou  dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  facred  numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blafoheme  : 
I  tell  thee,  wretch,  fcarch  all  creation  round. 
In  earth,  in  heav'n,  no  fubjed  can  be  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  v/hofe  weight 
The  Poet  cannot  rife,  and  hold  his  ftatc. 
The  bleifed  Saints  above  in  numbers  fpeak 
The  praife  of  God,  tho'  there  all  praifeis  weak  ; 
In  numbers  here  below  the  Bard  fhall  teach 
Virtue  to  foar  bf  yond  the  villain's  reach  : 
Shall  tear  his  laboring  lungs,  ftrain  his  hoarfe  throat. 
And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note. 
Should  an  aiiiided  Country,  aw'd  by  men 
Of  llavifh  principles,  demand  his  pen. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view. 
Fit  for  an  Englilh  Poet  to  purfue. 

Undaunted 
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Undaanted  to  purfue,  tho',  in  return. 

His  writings  by  the  common  hangman  burn. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Above  their  befcers,  and  by  rank  difgrac'd. 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  ftain. 
And,  mean  themfelves,  are  of  their  fathers  vain  ; 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer. 
And  treat  a  Poet  like  a  creditor. 
The  gen'rouo  ardor  of  the  iVIufe  condemn. 
And  curfe  the  llorm  they  know  mull  break  on  them. 
*'  W^hat,  fnall  a  reptile  Bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
"  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
*'   Great  Nobles  lalh,  and  Zcr^.f,  hke  common  men, 
*'  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  fcribbler's  pen  ?'* 

What's  in  this  name  of  Lcr^,  that  I  Ihould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honelt  blood  of  humble  fwains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fvvells  a  monarch's  veins  ? 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  bellow. 
Cannot  make  virtues  in  fucceffion  flow. 
Would'lt  thou,  proud  man,  be  fafely  plac'd  above 
The  cenfure  of  the  Mufe,  deferve  her  love, 
Atl  as  thy  birth  demands,  as  nobles  ought ; 
Look  back,  and  by  thy  worthy  father  taught. 
Who  earn\i  thofe  honours,  thou  vvert  bor-n  to  wear. 
Follow  his  ileps,  and  be  his  Virtues'  heir. 
But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  road  to  fame. 
You  ftart  afide,  and  tread  the  paths  of  fhame ; 
If  fuch  thy  life,  that  fhould  thy  fire  arife. 
The  fight  of  fuch  a  foa  would  bhll  his  Q,-^<ii, 

Would 
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Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  thee  birthj. 

Would  drive  him,  fhudd'ring,  from  the  face  of  earth 

Once  more,  with  fhame  and  forrow,  'mongfl  the  dead. 

In  endlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev'rend  head  ; 

If  fuch  thy  life,  tho'  Kings  had  made  thee  more 

Than'  ever  King  a  fcoundre!  made  before  ; 

Nay,  to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpring, 

Tho'  God  in  vengeance  had  made  thee  a  King, 

Taking  on  Virtue's  v.dng  her  daring  flight. 

The  Mufe  fnould  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light. 

Probe  thy  foul  v/ounds,  and  lay  thy  bofom  bare 

To  the  keen  queftion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods  !  with  v.'hat  pride  I  fee  tiie  titled  Have, 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  ftroke  which  Satire  gave* 
Aiming  at  eafe,  and  with  dillioncll:  art. 
Striving  to  hide  the  feelings  cf  his  heart  I 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  with  affeded  air, 
(Scarce  able  thro'  defpite  to  keep  his  chair, 
Whilll  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks. 
And  the  chaf 'd  blood  files  mounting  to  his  checks) 
He  talks  of  confcience,  which  good  men  fecures 
From  all  tliofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures. 
And  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe,  who  pay  regard 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard. 
'*  Satire,  whilll:  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 
"   The  mind  of  man,  milft  always  make  her  way  ; 
*'  Nor  to  a  boicm,  v.ith  difcretion  fraught, 
"  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  fmgle  thought. 
''  The  Wife  have  not  the  will,  nor  Fools  the  pow'r 
**  To  Hop  her  headllrong  ccurfe  j  within  the  hoiu-,. 

«'  Left 
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«'  Left  to  herfelf,  ftie  dies;  oppofing  flrife" 

*"*  Gives  her  freih  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life. 

**  Ail  things  her  prey,  and  ev'ry  man  her  aim, 

**  I  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim, 

**  Nor  would  I  wifh  to  fiop  that  harmlefs  dart 

**  Which  plays  around,  but  cannot  wound  my  heart;: 

**  Tho'  pointed  at  myfelf,  be  Satire  fres ; 

**  To  her  'tis  pleafure,  and  no  pain  to  me.'* 

DilTembling  wretch  !  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchcol. 
And  there  amongil:  thy  brethren  play  the  fool  ; 
There,  unrebuk'd,  thefe-wild,  vain  dodcrlnes  preach  ; 
Lives  there  a  m.an,  whom  Satire  canrot  reach  ? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  calmly  can  fland  by. 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fteady  eye  ? 
When  Satire  fiies  abroad  on  Falfhood's  wing. 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  fting  ; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  (he  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remoteft  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flelh  Ihall  rot. 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot. 
Still  Ihalt  thou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes. 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ftink  to  after -times. 

Haft  thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come  throw  off  pride^  ^ 
And  own  thofe  paffions  which  thou  fhalt  not  hide. 

S. ,  who  from  the  moment  of  his  birth. 

Made  human  nature  a  reproach  on  earth  ; 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  vviih'd  behind  to  ilay. 
When  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meannefs  led  the  way. 
Would  blulh,  fliould  he  be  told,  by  Truth  and  Wif, 
Thofe  adions  which  he  blulh'd  not  to  commit ; 

Vol.  LXVL  U  Mea 
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Men  the  moil  infamous  are  fond  of  fame. 
And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  ftart  at  fhame. 
But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whofe  rapid  force. 
Turning  the  brain,  bears  Reafon  from  her  courfe  ; 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  Poets,  blefs'd 
With  courage,  grac'd  the  fcience  they  profefa'd  ; 
When  they,  in  honour  rooted,  firmly  Hood 
The  bad  to  punifli,  and  reward  the  good  ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  public  Virtue  wrought. 
The  foes  of  Freedom  they  to  jullice  brought. 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  ilaves  who  dar'd  fupport 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  themfelves  a  Court  ? 
Ah  !  what  are  Poets  now  ?   As  flaviili  thofe 
Who  deal  in  verfe,  as  thofe  who  deal  in  profe. 
Is  there  an  Author,  fearch  the  kingdom  round. 
In  whom  true  worth  and  real  fpirit's  found  ? 

The  Haves  of  bookfellers,  or  (doom'd  by  Fate 

To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  State  ; 

Some,  dead  to  Ihame,  and  of  thofe  ihackles  proud 

Which  Honour  fcorns,  for  flav'ry  roar  aloud  ; 

Others  half-palped  only,  mutes  become. 

And  what  makes  Smollet  write,  makes  Johnfon  dumb* 
Why  turns  yon  villain  pale  r  Why  bends  his  eye 

Inward,  abafli'd,  when  Murphy  paffes  by  ? 

Doll  thou  fage  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take. 

Who  wages  war  with  Vice  for  Virtue's  fake  ? 

No,  no— like  other  -xvor Idlings,  you  will   find 

He  ihifts  his  fails,  and  catches  evVy  wind. 

His  loul  the  fhock  of  int'refl  can't  endure  : 

Give  him  a  penfion  then,  and  ^\a  fee  are. 

With 
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With  laurell'd  wreaths  the  fiatt'rer's  brows  adorn, 
Eid  Virtue  crouch,  bid  Vice  exalt  her  horn. 
Bid  Cowards  thrive,  put  Honeily  to  flight, 
Murphy  fhall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  right. 
Try,  thou  State- Juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art, 
Ra:]rack  the  inmoil  clolet  of  my  heart. 
Swear  thou'rt  my  friend  ;  by  that  bafe  oath  make  v/ay 
Into  my  breaft,  and  flatter  to  betray  : 
Or,  if  thcfe  tricks  are  vain,  if  vvholefome  doubt 
Dete»5ls  the  fraud,  and  points  the  villain  out. 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed. 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  eat  my  bread  : 
On  authors  for  defence,  for  praife  depend  ; 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  lliall  ready  Hand  with  venal  rimes. 
To  vamifli  guilt,  and  confecrate  thy  crimes  ; 
To  make  Corruption  in  falfs  colours  Ihine, 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine, 

But  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  with-hold,  . 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  fliow'rs  of  gold. 
Expect  no  mercy ;  fads,  well  grounded,  teach. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  im.peach. 
Whattho'  each  man  of  nice  and  juiter  thought,  . 
Shunning  his  fteps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught, , 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  friend,  who  lloops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe  ; 
What  tho',  with  thine  together  link'd,  his  name 
Mull  be  with  thine  tn^nfmitted  down  to  ihame. 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown. 
Rather  than  not  blait  thine,  he*il  blafc  his  own. 

U  2  To 
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To  cpe  the  fountain  whence  fedition  fprings. 
To  flander  Government,  and  libel  Kings, 
With  Freedom's  name  to  ierve  a  prefent  hour, 
Tho'  born  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow*r. 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art. 
Whim  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  his  heart, 
And,  vvhilft  mean  Envy  rears  her  loathfome  head;,- 
Flatt'ring  the  living,  to  abufe  the  dead. 
Where  is  Shebbeare  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach. 
Travelling  thither  in  a  City  coach. 
The  pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  whole  intent 
Of  that  parade  was  Fame,  not  Punifhment, 
And  that  old  Haunch  Whig  Beardir.ore  Handing  by- 
Can  in  full  Court  give  that  report  the  lye. 

With  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  fapport. 
Half  Scotcht  half  Englipy  a  declining  Court  ; 
To  make  moil  glaring  contraries  unite. 
And  prove,  beyond  difpute,  that  black  is  white  ; 
To  make  firm  Honour  tamely  league  with  Shame, 
Make  Vice  and  Virtue  differ  but  in  name  ; 
'I'o  prove  that  Chains  and  Freedom  are  but  one. 
That  to  be  fav'd  muft  mean  to  be  undone. 
Is  there  not  Guthrie  ?  Who,  like  him,  can  call 
Ail  oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all  ? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock  ; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  iicck  j     '• 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  Nature  led. 
Makes  women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead  ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan. 
In  -i.K-celock'i,  facrcd  bands  joins  man  to  man; 

And, 
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And,  to  complete  the  whole,  mofl  ftrange,  but  true. 
By  rome  rare  magic,  makes  them  fruitful  too, 
Whilft  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  courfe  of  years. 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  Englijh  Peers. 

Doft  thou  contrive  fome  bkcker  deed  of  Ihame, 
Something  which  Nature  fhudders  but  to  name. 
Something  which  makes  the  foul  of  man  retreat. 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ? 
Doft  thou  contrive  for  fome  bafe  private  end, 
-Some  feliilh  view,  to  hang  a  truiUng  friend. 
To  lure  him  on,  e'en  to  his  parting  breath. 
And  promife  life,  to  work  him  furer  death  ? 
jGrown  old  in  villainy,  and  dead  to  grace, 
-Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tyburn  in  his  face  ; 
Behold,  a  Parfon  at  thy  elbow  ftands, 
I  ov/'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
.Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward  ; 
The  Atheift  Chaplain  of  an  Athcift  Lord. 

Bred  to  the  Church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed, 
Ere  it  v,  as  knov/n  that  I  fhould  learn  to  read  ; 
Tho'  that  was  nothing,  for  my  friends,  who  knew 
What  mighty  Dullnefs  of  itfelf  could  -do. 
Never  delign'd  me  for  a  working  Prieft, 
But  hop'd,  I  fhould  have  been  a  Dean  at  leaft  ; 
Condemn'd  (like  many  more,  and  worthier  m^cn. 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whilft  proud  and  pamper'd  fons  of  lavsTi, 
Uramm'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
)  \\  pomp  of  re-iTvend  beggary  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  ftarve  on  forty  pounds  a  year  ; 

U  3  My 
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My  friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load. 
Lament  that  I  forfook  the  packhorfe  road, 
Whiill  Virtue  to  my  condud  witnefs  bears 
In  throwing  oft"  that  gown,  which  Francis  wears. 

What  creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim  ; 
So  very  full  of  foppery,  and  whim  ; 
So  gentle,  yet  fo  brifk  ;  lo  wond'rous  fweet. 
So  lit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet. 
Who  looks,  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod, 
j^nd  by  his  gai'b  appears  a  man  of  God? 
Truil:  not  to  looks,  nor  credit  outward  fhow.; 
I'he  villain  lurks  beneath  the  r^cri'^  beau  ; 
That's  an  informer ;  what  avails  the  name  ? 
Suffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  prefence  run, 
Unlcfs  thy  rage  would  wifh  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  afte<5lion  bind. 
And  fear  alone  retrains  his  coward  mind  ; 
Pree  him  from  that,  no  moniler  is  fo  fell. 
Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell. 
His.filkenfmiles,  his  hypocritic  air. 
His  meek  demeanour,  piaufible  and  fair. 
Are  only  worn  to  pa-ve  Fraud's  eafier  way. 
And  make  gull'd  Virtue  fall  a^farer  prey. 
Attend  his  church— his  plan  of  do<l:1rin(^  view— 
The  Preacher  is  a. Chriiti.m,  dull,  but  true  ; 
Eut  when  the  hallow'd  hour  of  preaching's  o'er. 
That  plan  of  dodrine's  never  thought  of  more  ; 
sChrilt  is  laid  by  neglected  on  the  ihelf, 
jliid  the  vile  Priefc  is  Gofpel  to  himfelf, 

By 
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By  Cleland  tutor'd,  and  with  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacovv,  whom  by  a  brave  refentment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame. 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  everlafling  fliame) 
Their  Heps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes. 
To  Virtue  loft,  to  Vice  alone  he  wakes, 
Moft  lufcioufly  declaims  'gainft  lufcious  themes. 
And,  whilft  he  rails  at  blafphemy,  blafphemes. 

Are  thefe  the  arts,  which  policy  fupplies  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fteps,  by  which  grave  Churchm.en  rife  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  ;  or,  fhould  it  turn  out  fo. 
Let  me  and  mine  continue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  arts,  whom  intereil  controuls  ; 
Kidgell  and  I  have  free  and  honeft  fouls. 
We  fcorn  preferment  which  is  gain'd  by  fm. 
And  will,  tho'  poor  without,  have  peace  within. 


EXD    OF     THE     AUTHOR. 


U  4  T  H 


'i  -296  ) 


THE 


DUELLIST, 


I     N 


THREE         :B    O     O    K     S. 


BOOK    I. 

THS  clock  flruck  twelve,  o'er  half  the  globe 
Darknefs  had  fpread  her  pitchy  robe  ; 
Morpheus,  his  feet  with  velvet  fiiod. 
Treading  as  if  in  fear  he  trod. 
Gentle  as  dews  at  even-tide, 
Diilill'd  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 

Ambition,  who,  when  w  aking,  dreams 
Of  mighty,  but  phantafiic,  fchemes. 
Who,  when  afleep,  ne'er  knows  that  reft 
With  which  the  humbler  foul  is  blcil. 
Was  building  caftles  in  the  air. 
Goodly  to  look  upon  and  fair, 
But,  on  a  bad  foundation  laid, 
Doom'd  at  return  of  morn  to  fade. 

Fale  Study,  by  the  taper's  light. 
Wearing  avvay  the  watcn  of  night. 


Sat 
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Sat  reading  ;  but,  with  o'ercharg'd  head, 
Remember'd  nothing  that  he  read. 

Starving  'midft  plenty,  with  a  face 
Which  might  the  Court  of  Famine  grace. 
Ragged,  and  iilthy  to  behold, 
Grej  Av'rice  nodded  o'er  his  gold. 

Jealoufy,  his  quick  eye  half-clos'd. 
With  watchings  worn,  reluftant  doz'd, 
And  mean  diftruft  not  quite  forgot, 
Slumber'd  as  ..if  he  flumber'd  not, 

Stretch'd  at  his  length  on  the  bare  ground. 
His  hardy  offspring  deeping  round, 
Snor'd  rejilefs  Labour  ;  by  his  fide 
Lay  Heakh,  a  coarfe,  but  comely  bride. 

Virtue,  without  the  doctor's  aid. 
In  the  foft  arms  of  fleep  was  laid, 
Whilft  Vice,  within  the  guilty  bread. 
Could  not  be  phyfick'd  into  reft. 

Thou  bloody  Man  I  whofe  ruffian  knife 
Is  drawn  againft  thy  neighbour's  life. 
And  never  fcrupies  to  defcend 
Into  the  bofom  of  a -friend, 
A  firm,  faft  friend,  by  vice  allied. 
And  to  x]xy  fecret  fervire  tied. 
In  whom  ten  murders  breed  no  awe, 
li  properly  fecur'd  from  lav,'. 
ST'hcuMan  of  Lufi  !  whom  paflion  iirec 
To  fouleft  deeds,  whofe  hot  de fires 
O'er  honeft  bars  with  eafe  make  way, 
V/hilft  idiot  beauty  falls  a  pre)-. 

And 
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And  to  indulge  thy  brutal  flame, 

A  Lucrcce  mull:  be  brought  to  fhame ; 

Who  doft,  a  bravo,  bold  linncr,  bear 

Rank  inceft  to  the  open  air. 

And  rapes,  full  blown  upon  thy  crown. 

Enough  to  weigh  a  nation  down. 

ThouJimuUrofLuJil  vain  man, 

Whofe  reftlefs  thoughts  ftill  form  the  plan 

Of  guilt,  which  wither'd  to  the  root. 

Thy  lifelefs  nerves  can't  execute, 

Whilll  in  thy  marrowlefs,  dry  bones, 

Defire  without  enjoyment  groans. 

Thou  perjured  Wretch  !  whom  fallliood  cloaths 

E'en  like  a  garment ;  who  with  oaths 

Doft  trifle,  as  with  brokers,  meant 

To  ferve  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent. 

In  the  day's  broad  and  fearching  eye 

Making  God  witnefs  to  a  lye, 

Blafpheming  Heav'n  and  earth  for  pelf. 

And  hanging/r/VWj  to  fave  thyfelf. 

Thoufon  of  Chance!  whofe  glorious  foul 

On  the  four  aces  doom'd  to  roll. 

Was  never  yet  with  Honour  caught. 

Nor  on  poor  Virtue  loft  one  thought  ; 

Who  doft  thy  w//>,   thy  children  fet, 

'i'hy  fl//,  upon  a  fingle  bet, 

Rifquing,  the  defp'rate  ftake  to  try^ 

Here  and  hereafter  on  a  die  ; 

Who,  thy  own  private  fortune  loft, 

Doft  game  on  at  thy  country's  coil. 

And*, 
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And,  grown  expert  in  fharping  rules, 

JPirll  fool'd  thyfelf,  now  prcy'il:  on  fools. 

^hou  ncble  Gamejler,  whofe  high  plrxe 

Gives  too  much  credit  to  difgrace  ; 

Who,  with  the  motion  of  a  die, 

Dofl  make  a  mighty  ifland  fly. 

The  fums,  I  mean,  of  good  French  gold 

For  which  a  mighty  iiland  fold  ; 

Who  dofl  betray  intelligence, 

Abufe  the  dcareji  confidencsj 

And,  private  fortune  to  create, 

Moft  falfely  play  the  game  of  State-; 

Vvho  doll  within  the  Alley  fport 

Sums,  which  might  beggar  a  whole  Courts 

And  make  us  bankrupts  all,  if  Care, 

With  good  Earl  Talbot,  was  not  there. 

Thou  daring  Inf,del !  whom  pride 

And  fm  have  drawn  from  Reafon's  fide  ; 

Who,  fearing  his  avengeful  rod, 

Doll  wifii  not  to  believe  a  God  ^ 

Whofe  hope  is  founded  on  a  plan, 

Vv'hich  Ihould  difiradl  the  foul  of  man. 

And  make  him  curfe  his  abje(5l  birth  ; 

Whofe  hope  is,  once  return'd  to  earth. 

There  to  lie  down,  for  worms  a  feall. 

To  rot  and  perilh,  like  a  beall ; 

Who  doil,  of  punifhment  afraid, 

And  by  thy  crimes  a  coward  made. 

To  ev'ry  gen'rous  foul  a  curfe. 

Than  Hell  ^.wd.  all  her  torments  worfe. 

When 
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When  crawling  to  thy  latter  end. 
Call  on  dellrudtion  as  a  friend, 
Chuftng  to  crumble  into  dull 
Rather  than  rile,  tho'  rife  you  mull. 
Thou  Hypocrite  !  who  doil  prophane. 
And  take  the  patriot's  name  in  vain. 
Then  moll  thy  Country's  foe,  when  mofl 
Of  love  and  loyalty  you  boaft  ; 
Who  for  the  filthy  k)ve  of  gold. 
Thy  friend,  thy  King,  thy  God  haft  fold. 
And,  mocking  the  jull  claim  of  Hell, 
Were  bidders  found,  thyfelf  wouldft  felL 
Te  Villains  !  of  whatever  name. 
Whatever  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 
Of  Hell  is  certain,  on  whofe  lids 
That  worm,  which  never  dies,  forbids 
Sweet  fleep  to  fall,  come  and  heholdi 
Whilft  envy  makes  your  blood  run  cold. 
Behold,  by  pitilefs  Confcience  led. 
So  Juftice  wills,  that  holy  bed. 
Where  Peace  her  full  dominion  keeps. 
And  Innocence  with  Holland  fleeps. 
Bid  Terror,  pofling  on  the  wind, 
-Affray  the  fpirits  of  mankind. 
Bid  earthquakes  heaving  for  .a  vent> 
Rive  their  concealing  continent. 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Thro'  the  vail  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Endeavour  in  her  monilrous  womb 
At  once  all  Nature  to  entomb ; 


Bia 
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Bid  all  that's  horrible  and  dire. 

All  that  man  hates  and  fears,  confpire 

To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can  ; 

Still  is  thy  lleep,  thou  virtuous  man. 

Pure  as  the  thoughts,  which  in  thy  breaft 

Inhabit,  and  infure  thy  reft  ; 

Still  Ihali  thy  Aylift*,  taught,  tho'  late. 

Thy  friendly  juftice  in  his  fate, 

Turn'd  to  a  guardian  angel,  fpread 

Sweet  dreams  of  comfort  round  thy  head. 

Dark  was  the  night,  by  Fate  decreed 
For  the  contrivance  of  a  deed 
More  black  than  common,  which  might  make 
This  land  from  her  foundations  fiiake. 
Might  tear  up  Freedom  from  the  root, 
Deftroy  a  Wilkes,  and  fix  a  Bute. 

Deep  Horror  held  her  wide  domain  ; 
The  Iky  in  fullen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  morn,  and  thro'  the  air. 
Which,  op*ning,  laid  its  bofom  bare. 
Loud  thunders  roU'd,  and  lightning  ftream'd  ; 
The  owl  at  Freedom's  window  fcream'd. 
The  fcreech-owl,  prophet  dire,  whofe  breath 
Brings  ficknefs,  and  whofe  note  is  death ; 
The  church-yard  teem'd,  and  from  the  tomb. 
All  fad  and  filent,  thro'  the  gloom. 
The  ghofts  of  men,  in  former  times 
Whofe  public  virtues  were  their  crimes. 
Indignant  ftalk'd  ;  forrow  and  rage 
Blank'd  their  pale  cheek  j  in  his  own  age 

The 
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The  prop  of  Freedom,  Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen'rous  care ; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  Heav'n  was  kept. 
And  for  his  brother  patriot  wept : 
All  friends  of  Liberty,  when  Fate 
Prepar'd  to  fhorten  Wilkes's  date, 
Heav'd,  deeply  hurt,  the  heart-felt  groan. 
And  knew  that  wound  to  be  their  own. 
Hail,  Liberty  !  a  glorious  word. 
In  other  countries  fcarcely  heard. 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
Without  or  energy  or  force  ; 
Here  felt,  cnjoy'd,  ador'd  ihe  fprings. 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  kings, 
Freih  blooming  from  our  mother  earth  : 
With  pride  and  joy  ftie  owns  her  birth 
Deriv'd  from  us,  and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breafts  her  genius  burn ; 
Eids  us  with  all  thofc  bleffings  live 
Which  Liberty  alone  can  give. 
Or  nobly  with  that  fpirit  die. 
Which  makes  death  more  than  viiSlory. 

Hail  thofe  old  patriots,  on  whofe  tongue 
Perfuafion  in  the  Senate  hung, 
Whilft  they  the  facred  caufe  maintain'd  1 
Hail  thofe  old  chiefs,  to  honour  train'd. 
Who  fpread,  when  other  methods  faiPd, 
War's  bloody  banner,  and  prevail'd  ! 
Shall  men  like  thefe  unmention'd  lleep 
Promifcuous  with  the  common  heap. 
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And  (gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 

Be  carried  down  the  llream  of  time 

Jn  fhoals,  unnotic'd  and  forg.ot. 

On  Lethe's  llream,  like  flags,  to  rot  ? 

No — they  {hall  live,  and  each  fair  name. 

Recorded  in  the  book  of  Fame, 

Founded  on  Honour's  bafis,  faft 

As  the  round  earth  to  ages  laft. 

Some  virtues  vanifh  with  our  breath. 

Virtue  like  this  lives  after  death. 

Old  Time  himfelf,  his  fcythe  thrown  by, 

Himfelf  loft  in  eternity. 

An  everlafting  crown  fhall  twine 

To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  fhould  fome  llave-got  villain  dare 
Chains  for  his  Country  to  prepare. 
And,  by  his  birth  to  flav'ry  broke. 
Make  her  to  feel  the  galling  yoke. 
May  he  be  evermore  accurs'd, 
Amongft  bad  men  be  rank'd  the  worft ; 
May  he  be  ftill  himfelf,  and  ftiU 
Go  on  in  vice,  and  perfedl  ill ; 
May  his  broad  crimes  each  day  increafe, 
'Till  he  can't  live,  nor  die  in  peace  ; 
May  he  be  plung'd  fo  deep  in  Ihame 
That  Satan  mayn't  endure  his  name. 
And  hear,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth. 
His  children  curfe  him  for  their  birth  ; 
May  Liberty,  beyond  the  grave. 
Ordain  him  to  be  ftill  a  flave. 

Grant 
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Grant  him  what  here  he  mofl  requires. 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  de fires  I 
But  ihould  fome  villain,  in  fupport 
And  zeal  for  a  defpairing  Courts- 
Placing  in  craft  his  confidence. 
And  making  honour  a  pretence 
To  do  a  deed  of  deepeft  ihame, 
Whilft  filthy  lucre  is  his  aim ; 
Should  fuch  a  wretch,  with  fword  or  knifc^ 
Contrive  to  prat^life  'gainft  the  life 
Of  one,  who  honoured  thro'  the  land. 
For  Freedom  made  a  glorious  ftand  ; 
'vVhofe- chief,  perhaps  his  only  crime. 
Is  (if  plain  Truth  at  fuch  a  time 
May  dare  her  fentiments  to  tell) 
That  he  his  Country  loves  too  well ; 
May  he— but  words  are  all  too  weak 
The  feelings  of  my  heart  to  fpeak— 
May  he— O  for  a  noble  curfe 
Which  might  his  very  marrow  pierce—. 
The  general  contempt  engage. 
And  be  the  Martin  of  liis  age. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    HOOK. 
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DEE P  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood. 
Out  of  the  road,  a  Temple  Rood ; 
Antient,  and  much  the  worfe  for  wear. 
It  call'd  aloud  for  quick  repair. 
And,   tottering  from  fide  to  fide, 
Menac'd  deftrudlion  far  and  wide. 
Nor  able  feem'd,  unlefs  made  ftronger. 
To  hold  out  four  or  five  years  longer. 
Four  hundred  pillars,  from  the  ground 
Rifing  in  order,  mo/}  unfound. 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart  aloof, 
Seem'd  to  fupport  the  tott'ring  roof. 
But  to  infpeclion  nearer  laid, 
Inftead  of  giving  wanted  aid. 

The  rtrufture,  rare  and  curious,  made 
By  men  moll  famous  in  their  trade, 
A  work  of  years,  admir'd  by  all. 
Was  fuifer'd  into  duft  to  fall ; 
Or,  juft  to  make  it  hang  together. 
And  keep  off  the  efFedls  of  weather. 
Was  patch'd  and  patch'd  from  time  to  time 
By  wretches,  whom  it  were  a  crime. 

Vol.  LXVI.  X-  A  crime. 
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A  crime,  which  Art  would  treafon  holdj. 
To  mention  with  thofe  names  of  old. 

Builders,  who  had  the  pile  furvcv'd. 
And  thofe  not  Flitcrofts  *  in  their  trade^ 
Doubted  (the  wife  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  fometimes  to  hand  her  out) 
Whether  (like  churches  in  a  brief. 
Taught  wifely  to  obtain  relief 
Thro'  Chancery,  who  gives  her  fees 
To  this  and  other  charities) 
It  muft  not,  in  all  parts  unfound. 
Be  ripp'd,  and  puli'd  down  to  the  ground  ; 
Whether  (tho'  after-ages  ne'er 
Shall  raife  a  building  to  compare) 
Art,  if  they  fhould  their  art  employ. 
Meant  to  preferve,  might  not  deliroy  : 
As  human  bodies,  worn  away. 
Batter 'd  and  hairing  to  decay. 
Bidding  the  pow'r  of  Art  defpair. 
Cannot  thofe  \Q.xy  medicines  bear. 
Which,  and  which  only  can  reitore. 
And  make  them  healthy  as  before. 

To  Liberty,  whofe  gracious  fmile 
Shed  peace  and  plenty  o'er  the  ille. 
Our  grateful  anceilors,  her  plain 
But  faithful  children,  rais'd  this  fane. 

*  Henry  Flitcroft   was   the   architect    of  St.  Giles's  In   the 
Fields,  St.  Olavc,  Southwark,  a-c. 

Full 
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Full  in  the  front,  ftretch'd  out  in  length. 
Where  Nature  put  forth  all  her  ftrength 
In  fpring  eternal,  lay  a  plain. 
Where  our  brave  fathers  us'd  to  train 
Their  fons  to  arms,  to  teach  the  art 
Of  war,  and  ileel  the  infant  heart. 
Labour,  their  hardy  nurfe,  when  young. 
Their  joints  had  knit,  their  nerves  had  ilrung  ^, 
AbiHnence,  foe  declar'd  to  death. 
Had,  from  the  time  they  hrft  drew  breath. 
The  befi  of  dodlors,  with  plain  food. 
Kept  pure  the  channel  of  their  bleed  : 
Health  in  their  cheeks  bade  colour  rife,. 
And  Glory  fparkled  in  her  eyes.. 

The  inf-ruments  of  hufoandry. 
As  in  contempt,  v/ere  ail  thrown  by,. 
And,  flattering  a  manly  pride. 
War's  keener  tooL  their  place  fupplied.. 
Their  arrows  to  the  head  they  drew ; 
Swift  to  the  point  their  javelins  flew  ; 
They  grafp'd  the  frvord,  they  fhook  the  fpear  ; . 
Thsir  fathers  felt  a  pleafing  fear  ; 
And  even  Courage,  Handing  by. 
Scarcely  beheld  with  fteady  eye. 
Each  flripling,  lefTon'd  by  his  fire. 
Knew  when  to  clofe,  when  to  retire, 
\\  hen  near  at  liand,  when  from  atiar 
To  fight,  and  Vv'as  himfelf  a  War. 

Their  wives,  tlieir  mothers  all  around, . 
Carelefs  of  order,  on  the  ground, 

X  2 .  Breatli'd 
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Breath'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  pious  vowj, 
And  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  brow. 
With  eager  fingers  Jaurel  wove  ; 
Laurel,  which  in  the  facred  grove. 
Planted  by  Liberty,  they  find. 
The  brows  of  conquerors  to  bind. 
To  give  them  pride  and  fpirits,  fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  fubmit. 

What  raptures  did  the  bofom  fire 
Of  the  young,  rugged,  peafant  fire^ 
When  from  the  toil  of  mimic  fight. 
Returning  with  return  of  night. 
He  faw  his  babe  refign  the  breait. 
And,  fmiling,  ftroke  thofe  arms  in  jeil;, 
With  which  hereafter  he  Ihall  make 
The  proudefl  heart  in  Gallia  quake  i 

Gods  1  with  v/hat  joy,  what  honefl  pride> 
Did  each  fond,  wifhing,  ruftic  bride 
Eehold  her  manly  fwain  return  ! 
How  did  herlove-fick  bofom  burn, 
Tho'  oft  parades  he  was  not  bred. 
Nor  wore  the  livery  of  red. 
When,  Pleafure  hcighc'ning  all  her  charms. 
She  ftrain'd  her  warrior  in  her  arms. 
And  begg'd,  whilft  love  and  glory  fire, 
A  fon,  a  fon  jull  like  his  fire  ! 

Such  were  the  men  in  former  times. 
Ere  luxury  had  made  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  punifliment,  who  bore 
'i'heir  terrors  to  a  foreign  fliore ; 


Such 
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$ucK  were  the  men,  who  free  from  dread. 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led. 
Spread,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains. 
O'er  haughty  Gallia's  trembling  plains  ; 
Such  were  the  men,  when  lufl  of  pow'r. 
To  work  him  woe,  in  evil  hour 
Debauch'd  the  tyrant  from  thofe  ways 
On  whicli  a  King  fliould  found  his  praife  ; 
When  ftern  Opprefiion,  hand  in  hand 
With  Pride,  llalk'd  proudly  thro'  the  land  ; 
When  weeping  Juftice  was  mifled 
From  her  fair  courfe,  and  Mercy  dead ; 
Such  were  the  men,  in  virtue  ilrong. 
Who  dar'd  not  fee  their  Country's  wrong  ; 
Who  left  the  mattock,  and  the  fpade. 
And,  in  the  robes  of  war  array'd. 
In  their  rough  arms,  departing,  took 
Their  helplefs  babes,  and  with  a  look 
Stern  and  determin'd,  f.vore  to  fee 
Thofe  babes  no  more,  or  fee  them  free  ; 
Such  were  the  men  whom  tyrant  Pride 
Could  never  fallen  to  his  fide 
By  threats  or  bribes ;  who.  Freemen  born. 
Chains,  tho'  of  gold,  beheld  with  fcorn  ; 
Who,  free  from  ty'iy  fervile  awe. 
Could  never  be  divorc'd  from  Law, 
From  that  broad  gen'ral  Law,  which  Senfe 
Made  for  the  general  defence  ; 
Could  never  yield  to  partial  ties 
Which  from  dependent  ftations  rife  s 

X  3  Could 
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Could  never  be  to  flav'ry  led. 

For  Property  was  at  their  -head  ; 

Such  were  the  men  in  days  of  yore. 

Who,  call'd  by  Liberty,  before 

Her  Temple  on  the  facred  green, 

in  martial  pailimes  oft  were  feen — 

Now  (een  no  longer — in  their  (lead. 

To  lazine fs  and  vermin  bred, 

A  race  who,  Grangers  to  the  caufe 

Of  Freedom,  live  by  other  laws. 

On  other  m.otives  iight,  a  prey 

To  interell,  and  ilaves  for  pay. 

Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 

Of  Honour  founded,  leads  their  van-,; 

Difcretion,  free  from  taint  of  fear. 

Cool,  but  refolv'd,  brings  up  their  rear, 

Difcretion,  Valour's  better  half  j 

Dependence  holds  the  Gen'ral's  ftafF. 

In  plain  and  home-fpun  garb  array 'd. 
Not  for  vain  fnew,  but  fervice  made. 
In  a  gre.-'ii  liourifhing  old  age. 
Not  damn'd  yet  with  an  equipage. 
In  rules  of  porterage  untaught, 
Simplicity,  not  worth  a  groat. 
For  years  had  kept  the  Temple- door  ; 
Full  on  his  breall  a  glafs  he  wore. 
Thro'  which  his  bofom  open  lay 
To  ev'ry  one  that  pafs'd  that  way. 
Now  turn'd  adrift— with  humbler  face 
i3ut  prouder  heart,  his  vacant  place 
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Corruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key  ; 
No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 

V/ith  belly  round,  and  full  fat  face. 
Which  on  the  houfe  reflected  grace. 
Full  of  good  fare,  and  honeil:  glee, 
ThzJ}ev:>ard  Hofpitality, 
Old  Welcome  fmiling  by  his  fide, 
A  good  old  fervant,  often  tried. 
And  faithful  found,  who  kept  in  view 
His  Lady's  fame  and  int'rell  too. 
Who  made  each  heart  with  joy  rebound. 
Yet  never  run  her  Hate  a-ground. 
Was  turn'd  off,  or  (which  word  1  nnd 
Is  more  in  modern  ufe)  rejign*d. 

Half-ilarv'd,  half-ilarving  others,  bred 
In  beggary,  with  carrion  fed, 
Detelled,  and  detefting  all. 
Made  up  of  avarice  and  gall, 
Boalling  great  thrift,  yet  wailing  more 
Than  ever  fleward  did  before. 
Succeeded  cney  who,  to  engage 
The  praifc  of  an  exhaufted  age, 
Afium'd  a  name  of  high  degree. 
And  call'd  himfelf  Oeconomy. 

Within  the  Temple,  full  in  fight. 
Where,  vWthout  ceafing,  day  and  night. 
The  workmen  toil'd,  where  Labour  bar'd 
His  brawny  arm,  v/here  Art  prepar'd. 
In  regular  and  even  rovv^s. 
Her  types,   a  Frinting-prefs  arofe  ; 

X  4  Each 
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Each  workman  knew  his  tafk,  and  each 
Was  honell  and  expert  as  Leach. 

Hence  Learning  flruck  a  deeper  root. 
And  Science  brought  forth  riper  fruit ; 
Hoice  Loyalty  receiv'd  fupport. 
Even  when  banifh'd  from  the  Court ; 
Hence  Government  gain'd  ftrength,  and  hence 
Religion  fought,  and  found  defence  j 
Hefice  England's, fairell  fame  arofe. 
And  Liberty  fubdu'd  her  foes. 

On  a  low,  fimple,  turf-made  throne 
Rais'd  by  Allegiancey  fcarcely  known 
From  her  attendants,  glad  to  be 
Pattern  of  that  equality 
She  wilTi'd  to  all,  fo  far  as  cou'd 
Safely  confift  with  focial  good. 
The  Goddefs  fat  ;  around  her  head 
A  chearful  radiance  Glory  fpread  ; 
>Courage,  a  youth  of  royal  race, 
Lovelily  Hern,  poilefs'd  a  place 
On  her  left-hand,  and  on  her  right 
Sat  Honour,  cloath'd  with  robes  of  lights 
Before  her  Magna  Charta  lay. 
Which  fome  great  lawyer,  of  his  day 
The  Pratt,  was  ofHc'd  to  explain. 
And  make  the  bafis  of  her  reign  ; 
Peace,  crovvn'd  with  olive,  to  her  breafl: 
Two  fmiling  twin-born  infants  preft ; 
At  her  feet  couching.  War  was  laid. 
And  with  a  brindled  lion  play'd  ; 

Juilief 
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Juftlce  and  Mercy,  hand  in  hand. 
Joint  guardians  of  the  happy  land. 
Together  held  their  mighty  charge. 
And  Truth  walk'd  all  about  at  large  ; 
Health  for  the  royal  troop  the  feall 
Prepar'd,  and  Virtue  was  High-PrieiL 
Such  was  the  fame  our  Goddefs  bore. 
Her  Tei"P-pIe  fuch  in  days  of  yore. 
What  changes  ruthlefs  Time  prefents  ! 
Eehold  her  ruin'd  battlements. 
Her  walls  decay'd,  her  nodding  fpires. 
Her  altars  broke,  her  dying  fires. 
Her  name  defpis'd,  her  priefts  dellroy'd. 
Her  friends  difgrac'd,  her  foes  employ'd, 
Hcrjclf  (by  minifterial  arts 
Depriv'd  e'en  of  the  People's  hearts, 
Whilil;  they,  to  work  her  furer  woe. 
Feign  her  to  monarchy  a  foe) 
Exil'd  by  grief,  felf-doom'd  to  dwell 
With  fome  poor  hermit  in  a  cell. 
Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown. 
If  fne  walks  forth,  fhe  walks  -ankno-jsyi. 
Hooted  and  pointed  at  with  fcorn. 
As  one  in  fome  ftrange  country  born. 

Behold  a  rude  and  rutHan  race, 
A  band  of  fpoilers,  feize  her  place  ; 
With  looks,  which  might  the  heart  dif-feat, 
Aud  make  life  found  a  quick  retreat. 
To  rapine  from  the  cradle  bred, 
hjiaunchi  old  bkod-hound  at  their  head. 
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Who,  free  from  virtue  and  from  awe. 
Knew  none  but  the  bad  part  of  law. 
They  rov'd  at  large;  each  on  his  breaft 
Pvlark'd  with  a  grey-houndy  flood  confeft. 
Contrculment  waited  on  their  nod. 
High-wielding  Perfecution's  rod  ; 
Confufion  follow'd  at  their  heels. 
And  a  cafi  Siatejha?i  held  the  feals, 
Thofe  feals,  for  which  he  dear  fhall  pay. 
When  awful  Juflice  takes  her  day. 

The  Printers  faw — they  faw  and  fled— 
Science  declining,  hung  her  head. 
Property  in  defpair  appear'd, 
And  for  herfelf  deurudion  fear'd  ; 
Vv'hilH:  under  foot  the  rude  flavcs  trod 
The  works  of  men,  and  word  of  God  ; 
Whilfi-,  clofe  behind,  on  many  a  book. 
In  v/hich  he  never  deigns  to  look. 
Which  he  did  not,  nay  —  could  not  read, 
A  bold,  bad  m.an  (by  pow'r  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,  who  in  the  dark 
Scorn'd  to  dovmifchief )   fet  his  mark 
In  the  full  day,  the  mark  of  Hell, 
And  on  the  Gofpel  fcamp'd  an  L. 

Liberty  lied,  her  friends  withdrew. 
Her  friends,  a  faithful,  chofen  few  ; 
Honour  ;n  grief  threw  up,  arid  Shame, 
Cloathing  herfelf  with  Honour's  name, 
Ufurp'd  his  flation  ;  on  the  throne 
Which  LiB£,RTy  once  call'd  her  own. 


(Gods; 
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(Gods,  that  fuch  mighty  ills  fhould  fpring 

Under  fo  great,  fo  good  a  King, 

So  Icv'd,  i'o  loving,  thro'  the  arts 

Of  Statefmen  curs'd  with  wicked  hearts  !) 

For  ev'ry  darker  purpofe  fit. 

Behold  in  triumoh  State-Craft  fir. 


V5 
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A   H  me  !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
Jl\   The  man  who  meddles  with  a  State, 
Whether  to  ftrengthen,  or  oppofe  ! 
Falfe  are  his  friends,  and  firm  his  foes. 
How  muft  his  foul,  once  ventur'd  in. 
Plunge  blindly  on  from  fin  to  fm  ! 
What  toils  he  fuifers,  what  difgrace. 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place  1 
How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Muft  he  in  jeft  or  earnell  fight, 
Rifquing  for  thofe  both  life  and  limb. 
Who  would  not  rifque  one  groat  for  him  1 

Under  the  Temple  lay  a  cave. 
Made  by  feme  guilty,  coward  flave, 
Whofe  adicns  fear'd  rebuke,  a  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways. 
Not  to  be  found  without  a  clue  ; 
One  palTage  only,  known  to  few. 
In  paths  diredt  led  to  a  cell. 
Where  Fraud  in  fetret  lov'd  to  dwell. 


With 
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With  all  her  tools  and  flaves  about  her. 
Nor  fear'd  left  Honefly  (hould  rout  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,  fhunning  fight 
Of  man,  and  fhrinking  from  the  light;, 
One  dull,  dim  taper  thro'  the  cell 
Glimm'ring,  to  make  more  horrible 
The  face  of  darknefs,  Ihe  prepares. 
Working  unfeen,  ail  kinds  of  fnares^ 
With  curious,  but  deftruclive  art ; 
Here,  thro'  the  eye  to  catch  the  heart, 
G2iy  fiars  their  tinfel  beams  afford. 
Neat  artifice  to  trap  a  Lord  ; 

There,  fit  for  all  whom  Folly  bred, 
V72iVQ  plumei  oi  feathers  for  the  head; 

Garters  the  hag  contrives  to  make. 

Which,  as  it  feems,  a  babe  might  break. 

But  which  ambitious  madmen  feel 

More  firm  and  fure  than  chains  of  fleel  y 

Which,  flipp'd  juil  underneath  the  knee> 

Forbid  a  Freeman  to  be  free ; 

Purfes  Ihe  knew  (did  ever  curfe 

Travel  more  fure  than  in  a  purfe  ?) 

Which,  by  fome  llrange  and  magic  bands 

Enilave  the  foul,  and  tie  the  hands. 
Here  Flatt'ry,  eldell-born  of  Guile, 

Weaves  with  rare  ikill  the  filken  fmile. 

The  courtly  cringe,  the  fupple  bow. 

The  private  fqueeze,  the  levee  vow. 

With  which,  no  llrange  or  recent  cafe. 

Fools  in  deceive  fools  out  of  place. 

Corruption 
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Corruption  (who,  in  former  times. 
Thro'  fear  or  fname  conceal'd  her  crimes. 
And  what  fiie  did,  contriv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  the  public  might  not  view  it) 
Prefuniptuous  grown,  unfit  was  held 
For  their  dark  councils,  and  expcH'd, 
Since  in  the  day  her  bufmefs  might 
Be  done  as  fafe  a,s  in  the  night. 

Her  eye  down-bending  to  the  ground. 
Planning  fome  dark  and  deadly  wound. 
Holding  a  dagger,  on  which  frood. 
All  frelh  and  reeking,  drops  of  blood. 
Bearing  a  lanthorn,  which  of  yore. 
By  Treafon  bcrrov/'d,  Guy  Fawkes  bore. 
By  which,  fmce  they  improv'd  in  trade, 
Excifemen  have  their  lanthorns  made, 
AfTaffination,  her  whole  mind 
Blood-thirfting,  on  her  arm  reclin'd. 
Death,  grinning,  at  her  elbow  fcood. 
And  held  forth  inftruments  of  blood. 
Vile  inftruments,  v/hich  cowards  chuit'i 
But  men  of  honour  dare  not  ufe ; 
Around  his  Lordiliip  and  his  Grace, 
Both  qualified  for  fuch  a  place. 
With  m.any  a  Forbes  *,  and  many  a  Dun  f , 
Each  a  refclv'd,  and  picus  fon, 

*  A  Scotch  officer  who  challenged  Mr.  Wilkes. 
f  A  poor  Lunatic,  who  was  char^^ed  with  an  intention  to 
affafilnate  Mr.  V/iikcs. 

Wait 


THE      DUELLIST.  319 

Wait  her  high  bidding  ;  each  prepar'd. 
As  file  around  her  orders  fnar'd. 
Proof  'gainll  remorfe,  to  run,  to  fly. 
And  bid  the  dellin'd  vidtim  die. 
Polling  en  Villainy's  black  wing, 
Vv'hether  he  Patriot  is>  or  King. 
Oppreffion,  willing  to  appear 
An  objed  of  our  love,  not  fear. 
Or  at  the  moft  a  rev'rend  awe 
To  breed,  ufurp'd  the  garb  of  Law, 
A  book  Ihe  held,  on  wliich  her  eyes 
Were  deeply  iix'd,  whence  feem'd  to  rife 
Joy  in  her  breall ;  a  book,  of  might 
MoR  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Could  turn,  and  without  help  of  laws. 
Could  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufe. 
She  read,  by  flatt'ring  hopes  deceiv'd. 
She  wifh'd,  and  what  (he  wiih'd,  believ'd. 
To  make  that  book  for  ever  Hand 
The  rule  of  wrong  through  all  the  land ; 
On  the  back,  fair  and  worthy  note. 
At  large  was  Magna  Charta  wrote. 
But  turn  your  eye  within,  and  read, 
A  bitter  leflbn,  Norton's  Creed. 
P.cady,  e'en  with  a  look,  to  run. 
Fall  as  the  couriers  of  the  fun. 
To  worry  Virtue,  at  her  hand 
Two  half-liirv'd  greyhounds  took  their  Hand. 

A  curlouj 
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A  curious  mod-I,  cut  in  wood. 

Of  a  moft  ancient  caftle  flood 

Full  in  her  view ;  the  gates  were  barr'd. 

And  foldiers  on  'he  watch  kept  guard  ; 

In  the  frontj.  openly^  in  black 

Was  wrote,  "the  Tow'r  ;"  but  on  the  back, 

Mark'd  with  a  Secietary's  feal. 

In  bloody  letters,  "  the  Eafalle." 

Around  a  table,  fully  bent 
On  mifchief  of  moll  black  intent 
Deeply  determin'd,  that  their  reign' 
Might  longer  lall,  to  work  the  bane 
Of  one  firm  patriot,  whofe  heart,  tied 
To  Honour,  all  their  pow^r  defied, 
And  brought  thofe  adions  into  light 
7'hey  vvifh'd  tchavc  conceal'd  in  night,. 
Begot,  born,  bred  to  infamy, 
A  Privy-Council  fat  of  Three  ; 
Great  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  thro'  the  land  of  Bute. 

The  Firll  (entitled  to  the  place 
Of  Honour  both  by  Gown  and  Grace^ 
Who  never  let  occafion  flip 
To  take  right-hand  of  fellowfhip. 
And  was  fo  proud,  that  fhould  he  meet 
The  twelve  Apoflles  in  the  flreet. 
He'd  turn  his  nofe  up  at  them  all. 
And  fhove  his  Saviour  from  the  wall ; 


Who 
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Who  was  (0  mean   (Mcannefs  and  Pride 

Still  go  together  fide  by  fide) 

That  he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civil, 

And  held  a  ftirrup  for  the  Devil, 

If  in  a  journey  to  his  mind, 

Ke'd  let  him  mount  and  ride  behind  ; 

Who  bafely  fawn'd  thro'  all  his  life. 

For  patrons  firft,  then  for  a  -xv-fe  ; 

Wrote  Dedications  which  mull  make 

The  heart  of  ev'ry  Chriliian  quake; 

Made  one  man  equal  to,  or  more 

Than  God,  then  left  him,  as  before 

His  God  he  left,  and.  drawn  by  pride. 

Shifted  about  to  t'  other  fide) 

Was  by  his  fire  a  Parfon  made. 

Merely  to  give  the  boy  a  trade ; 

B.ut  he  himfelf  was  thereto  drawn 

By  fome  faint  omens  of  the  lawn. 

And  on  the  truly  Ghrillian  plan 

To  make  himfelf  a  Gentleman, 

A  title,  in  which  form  array'd  him, 

Tho'  Fate  ne'er  thought  cn't  when  fiie  made  him. 

The  oaths  he  took,  'tis  very  true. 
But  took  them,  as  all  wife  men  do. 
With  an  intent,  'S  things  fhould  turn. 
Rather  to  tem.porize,  than  burn. 
Gofpel  and  Loyalty  were  made 
To  ferve  the  purpofes  of  trade  ; 

Vol.  LXVL  Y  Religions 
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Religions  are  but  paper  ties. 
Which  bind  the  fool,  but  which  the  wife. 
Such  idle  notions  far  above. 
Draw  on  and  off,  juft  like  a  glove  ; 
All  Gods,  all  Kings  (let  his  great  aim 
Be  anfwer'd)  were  to  him  the  fame. 
A  Curate  firft,  he  read  and  read. 
And  laid  in,  whilfl  he  fhould  have  fed 
The  fouls  of  his  neg^edcd  flock. 
Of  reading  fuch  a  mighty  flock,  -. 

That  he  o'ercharg'd  the  weary  Brain 
With  more  than  fhe  could  well  contain. 
More  than  (he  was  with  fpirits  fraught 
To  turn,  and  methodize  to  thought. 
And  which,  like  ill-digefred  food. 
To  humours  turn'd,  and  not  to  blood, 
I^rought  up  to  London,  from  the  plow 
And  pulpit,  how  to  make  a  bow 
He  try'd  to  learn,  he  grew  polite. 
And  was  the  Poet's  parafite. 
With  Vv^its  converfing  (and  Wits  then 
Were  to  be  found  *mongii:  Noblemen) 
He  caught,  or  would  have  caught  the  flame. 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  fame  ; 
He  drank  with  drunkards,  liv'd  with  fmners. 
Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners  ; 
With  fuch  an  emphafis  and  grace 
Blafphem'd,  that  Potter  kept  not  pace  ; 

He, 
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Ke,  in  the  highell  reign  of  neon, 
Bawl'd  bawdry  fongs  to  a  Pfaim  tune  ; 
Liv'd  with  men  infamous  and  vile, 
Truck'd  his  f^.lvation  for  a  fmiic. 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan. 
And  laugh'd  at  God  to  laugh  with  man  ; 
Prais'd  them,  when  living,  in  each  breath, 
AvA  damn'd  their  mcm'ries  after  death. 

To  prove  his  fiuth,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  leail:  equal  to  his  wit. 
And  make  himfelf  a  man  of  note. 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  wrote; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  long  about  it. 
That  e'en  believers  'gan  to  doubt  it  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  inward  Light, 
Tho'  no  one  knew  hov/  he  came  by't. 
And  of  that  Influencing  Grace, 
Which  in  his  life  ne'er  found  a  place  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  oholt. 
Of  whom  no  more  than  doth  a  poil 
Ke  knew  ;  nor,  fhould  an  Angel  fnew  him. 
Would  he  or  know,  or  chufe  to  know  him. 

Next  (for  he  knew  'twixt  ev'ry  fcicnce 
There  was  a  natural  allianc::) 
He  wrote,  t'  advance  his  Maker's  pr^ife. 
Comments  on  rimes,  and  notes  on  pbys. 
And  with  an  all-futhcient  air 
Flac'd  himfelf  in  the  Critic's  chair, 

Y   2  Ufi:rp'd 
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Uforp'd  o'er  Reafon  full  dominion. 

And  govern'd  merely  by  opinion. 

At  length  dethron'd,  and  kept  in  awe 

By  one  plain  fimplc  Man  of  Law  *, 

He  arm'd  dead  friends  f ,  to  vengeance  true, 

T'  abufe  the  man  they  never  knew. 

Examine  ftridly  all  mankind, 
Moll:  charafters  are  mix'd,  we  find  ; 
And  Vice  and  Virtue  take  their  turn 
In  the  fame  bread  to  beat  and  burn. 
Our  Priell  was  an  exception  here. 
Nor  did  one  fpark  of  grace  appear. 
Not  one  dull,  dim  fpark  in  his  foul ; 
Vice,  glorious  Vice  poiiefs'd  the  whole. 
And,  in  her  fervice  truly  warm. 
He  was  in  fm  m.oil  uniform. 

Injurious  Satire,  own  at  leaft 
One  fnivfcl  ing  vinue  in  the  Priefr, 
One  ibivelling  virtue  which  is  plac'd, 
They-fay,  in  or  about  the  waift, 
Call'd  Chaftity  ;  the  prudifh  dame 
Knows  it  at  large  by  Virtue's  name. 
To  this  his  wife   (and  m  theie  days 
Wives  feldom  without  reafon  praife) 
Bears  evidence— then  calls  her  child. 
And  fwears  that  Tom  was  vainly  v^ild. 

*  Thomas  Edwards,  Efq.     See  Canons  cf  Ciiacifin. 
+  See  Notes  to  F0|  e. 

Kipen'd 
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Ripen'd  by  a  long  courfe  of  years. 
He  great  and  perfefl  now  appears. 
In  fhape  fcarce  of  the  human  kind  ; 
A  man,  without  a  manly  mind  ; 
No  huihand,  tho'  he's  truly  wed  ; 
Tho*  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred. 
No  father  ;  injur 'd,  without  end 
A  foe  ;  and  tho'  oblig'd,  no  friend  ; 
A  heart,  which  Virtue  ne'er  difgrac'd  ; 
A  head,  where  Learning  runs  to  wade  ; 
A  gentleman  well-bred,  if  breeding 
Rells  in  the  article  of  reading  ; 
A  man  of  this  world,  for  the  next 
Was  ne'er  included  in  his  text ; 
A  judge  of  genius,  tho'  confeil 
With  not  one  fpark  of  genius  bleft ; 
Amongft  the  firil  of  critics  plac'd, 
Tho'  free  from  ev'ry  taint  of  tafte ; 
A  Chrlftian  without  faith  or  works. 
As  he  would  be  a  Turk  'mongft  Turks ; 
A  great  divine,  as  Lords  agree. 
Without  the  leaft  divinity  ; 
To  crown  all,  in  declining  age, 
Enflam'd  with  church  and  party  rage. 
Behold  him,  full  and  perfed  quite, 
A  falfe  Saint,  and  true  Hypocrite. 

Next  fat  a  Laivyer,  often  try'd 
Jn  perilous  extremes ;  when  Pride 

y  3 
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And  Pow'r,  all  wild  and  trembling,  Hood, 

Nor  dar'd  to  tempt  the  raging  flood  ; 

This  bold,  bad  man  arofe  to  view. 

And  gave  his  hand  to  help  them  through. 

Steel'd  'gainil:  compafTion,  as  they  paft. 

He  faw  poor  Freedom  breathe  her  lafl; 

Ke  faw  her  iiruggle,  heard  her  groan, 

Ke  faw  her  helplefs  and  alone, 

Whelm'd  in  that  florm,  which,  fear'd  and  prais'd 

By  flaves  lefs  bold,  himfelf  had  rais'd. 

Bred  to  the  law,  he  from  the  firft 
Of  all  bad  lawyers  was  the  worft. 
Perfeclion  (for  bad  men  maintain 
In  ill  we  m>ay  perfedion  gain) 
In  others  is  a  work  of  time. 
And  they  creep  on  from  crime  to  crime  ; 
He,  for  a  prodigy  defign'd 
To  fpread  amazement  o'er  mankind. 
Started  full  ripen 'd  all  at  once 
A  perfsfi  loiave,  and  perfcft  dune?. 

Who  will  for  him  may  boaft  of  fenfe. 
His  better  guard  is  Impudence. 
His  front,  with  ten-fold  plates  of  brafs 
Secur'd,  Shame  never  yet  could  pafs. 
Nor  on  the  farface  of  his  (kin 
Bluih  for  that  guilt  which  dwelt  uithin. 
How  often  in  contempt  of  laws. 
To  fcur.d  the  bottom  of  a  caufe. 

To 
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To  fearch  out  ev'ry  rotten  part. 

And  worm  into  its  very  heart. 

Hath  he  ta'en  briefs  on  falfe  pretence. 

And  undertaken  the  defence 

Of  trulung  fools,  whom  in  the  end 

He  meant  to  ruin,  not  defend  ? 

How  often,  e'en  in  open  court. 

Hath  the  wretch  made  his  fhame  his  fport. 

And  laugh'd  off,  with  a  villain's  eafe. 

Throwing  up  briefs,  and  keeping  fees  ? 

Such  things,  as,  tho'  to  roguery  bred. 

Had  ftruck  a  little  villain  dead. 

Caufes,  whatever  their  import, 
He  undertakes,  to  ferve  a  Court ; 
For  he  by  heart  this  rule  had  got, 
Pow'r  can  efFed,  what  Law  cannot. 

Fools  he  forgives,  but  rogues  he  fears ; 
If  Genius,  yok'd  with  Worth,  appears. 
His  weak  foul  fickens  at  the  fight. 
And  Itrives  to  plunge  them  down  in  night. 

So  loud  he  talks,  fo  very  loud. 
He  is  an  Angel  with  the  crowd, 
Whilil  he  makes  Juftice  hang  her  head. 
And  Judges  turn  from  pale  to  red. 

Bid  all  that  Nature,  on  a  plan 
Moil  intimate,  makes  dear  to  man. 
All  that  with  grand  and  gen'ral  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,  the  fool  and  wife, 

Y  4  Knock 


328  CHURCHILL'S    P  O  E  M  S» 

Knock  at  his  heart ;  they  knock  in  vain. 
No  entrance  there  fuch  fuitors  gain. 
Bid  kneeling  Kings  foriake  the  throne  ; 
Bid  at  his  feet  liis  Country  groan  ; 
Bid  Liberty  Ibetch  out  her  hands  ; 
Rehgion  plead  her  Wronger  bands ; 
Bid  parents,  children,  wife,  and  friends ; 
If  they  come,  'thwart  his  private  ends, 
Unmov'd  he  hears  the  gen'ral  call. 
And  bravely  trampks  on  them  all. 
Who  will  for  him  may  cant  and  whine. 
And  let  weak  Confcience  with  her  line 
Chalk  out  their  v/ays  ;  fuch  ftarving  rules 
Are  only  fit  for  coward  fools. 
Fellows  who  credit  what  Priells  tell. 
And  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  Hell  ; 
His  fpirit  dares  contend  with  grace. 
And  meets  damnation  face  to  face. 

Such  was  our  Lavjyer  ;  by  his  fide. 
In  all  bad  qualities  allied. 
In  all  bad  counfels,  fat  a  /-6/W, 
By  birth  a  Lord.    O  facred  word  ! 
O  word  moft  facred,  whence  men  gee 
A  privilege  to  run  in  debt ; 
Whence  they  at  large  exemption  claim 
.From  Satire,  and  her  iervant  Shame ; 
Whence  they,  depriv'd  of  all  her  force, 
•  Forbid  bold  Truth  to  hold  her  courfe. 
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Confuk  his  perfon,  drefs,  and  air. 
He  ieems,  which  llrangers  well  might  fwcar. 
The  Mafler,  or  by  courtffy. 
The  Captain  of  a  Colliery. 
Look  at  his  vifage,  and  agree 
Half-hang'd  he  feems,  juft  from  the  tree 
Efcap'd  ;  a  rope  may  fometimes  break. 
Or  men  be  cut  down  by  miftake. 

He  hath  not  virtue,  (in  the  fchool 
Of  Vice  bred  up)  to  live  by  rule. 
Nor  hath  he  fenfe  (which  none  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  man)  to  live  without. 
His  life  is  a  continued  fcene 
Of  all  that's  infamous  and  mean  ; 
He  knows  not  change,  unlefs  grown  nice 
And  delicate,  from  vice  to  vice  ; 
Nature  dclign'd  him,  in  a  rage. 
To  be  the  Wharton  of  his  age. 
But,  having  giv'n  all  the  lin. 
Forgot  to  put  the  Virtues  in. 
To  run  a  horfe,  to  make  a  match. 
To  revel  deep,  to  roar  a  catch, 
I'o  knock  a  tott'ring  watchman  down. 
To  fweat  a  woman  of  the  town, 
By  fits  to  keep  the  peace,  or  break  it. 
In  turn  to  give  a  pox,  or  take  it. 
He  is,  in  faith,  moft  excellent. 
And  in  the  word's  moil  full  intent, 

A  true 
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A  true  Choice  Spirit  we  admit ; 

With  Wits  a  Fool,  with  Fools  a  Wit : 

Hear  him  but  talk,  and  you  would  fwear 

Obfcenity  herfelf  was  there  ; 

And  that  Prophanenefs  had  made  choice. 

By  way  of  trump,  to  ufe  his  voice ; 

That,  in  all  mean  and  low  things  great. 

He  had  been  bred  at  Billing/gate ; 

And  that,  afcending  to  the  earth 

Before  the  feafon  of  his  birth, 

Blafphemy,  making  way  and  room, 

Had*mark'd  him  in  his  mother's  womb  ; 

Too  honeil  (for  the  worft  of  men 

In  forms  are  honeft  now  and  then) 

Not  to  have,  in  the  ufual  way. 

His  bills  fent  in  ;  too  great,  to  pay  ; 

Too  proud  to  fpeak  to,  if  he  meets. 

The  honeft  tradefman  whom  he  cheats ; 

Too  infamous  to  have  a  friend. 

Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend. 

Or  good  to  name  ;  beneath  whofe  weight 

Earth  groans  ;  who  hath  been  fpar'd  by  Fate 

Only  to  fhew,  on  Mercy's  plan. 

How  far  and  long  God  bears  with  man. 

Such  were  the  Three,  who,  mocking  fleep. 
At  midnight  fat,  in  counfel  deep. 
Plotting  deftrudion  'gainft  a  head, 
AMiofe  wifdom  could  not  be  milled  ; 

Plotting 
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Plotting  deftrudion  'gainll  a  heart. 
Which  ne'er  from  honour  would  depart. 

*'  Is  he  not  rank'd  amongft  our  foes  ? 
**  Hath  not  his  fpirit  dar'd  oppofe 
*•   Our  dearell  meafures,  made  our  name 
*'  Stand  forward  on  the  roll  of  fli^.me  f 
"  Hath  he  not  won  the  vulgar  tribes, 
*'  By  fcorning  menaces  and  bribes, 
"   And  proving,  that  his  darling  caufe 
*'   Js  of  their  Liberties  and  Laws 
*'  To  frand  the  champion?  In  a  word, 
*'  Nor  need  one  argument  be  heard 
"  Beyond  this,  to  awake  our  zeal, 
"  To  quicken  our  refolves,  and  fteel 
*'  Our  lieady  fouls  to  bloody  bent, 
*'    (Sure  ruin  to  each  dear  intent, 
*'  Each  flatt'ring  hope)  he,  without  fear, 
"  Hath  dar'd  to  make  the  Truth  appear." 

They  faid,  and,   by  refentment  taught. 
Each  on  revenge  employ'd  his  thought  ; 
Each,  bent  on  mifchief,  rack'd  his  brain 
To  her  full  flretch,  but  rack'd  in  vain ; 
Scheme  after  fcheme  they  brought  to  view ; 
All  were  examin'd,  none  would  do. 
When  Fraud,  with  pleafure  in  her  face, 
Forth  iffu'd  from  her  hiding-place. 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
Firil  having  bkft  them,  took  her  feat. 


33*  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

«*  No  trifling  caufe,  my  darling  boys, 
*'  Your  prefent  thoughts  and  cares  employs  5 
*'  No  common  fnare,  no  random  blow 
*'  Can  work  the  bane  of  fuch  a  foe  : 
'*  By  Nature  cautious  as  he's  brave, 
**  To  Honour  only  he's  a  flave  ; 
'^  In  that  weak  part  without  defence, 
"  We  muft  to  Honour  make  pretence  ; 
**  That  lure  fhall  to  his  ruin  draw 
"  The  wretch,  who  ftands  fecure  in  law. 
'*  Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  plann'd 
*'  This  full-ripe  fcheme  ;  behold  at  hand, 
*'  With  three  months  training  on  his  head, 
*'  An  inflrument,  whom  I  have  bred, 
"   Born  of  thefe  bowels,  far  from  fight 
*'  Of  Virtue's  falfe,  but  glaring  light, 
"  My  youngeft-born,  my  dearell  joy, 
*'  Moft  like  myfelf,  my  darling  boy. 
"  He,  never  touch'd  with  vile  remorfe, 
"  Refolv'd  and  crafty  in  his  courfe, 
'^  Shall  work  our  ends,  complete  our  fchcmes, 
*'  Moft  7nine,  when  moft  he  Honour^  feems  ; 
'^  Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 
"  So  firm  and  full  a  flave  of  Fraud." 
She  faid,  and  from  each  envious  fon 
A  difcontented  murmur  run 
Around  the  table  ;  all  in  place 
Thought  Jiis  full  praife  their  own  difgrace. 

Wondering 
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Wond'ring  what  ftranger  flie  had  got. 
Who  had  one  vice  that  they  had  not. 
When  ftrait  the  portals  open  flew. 
And,  clad  in  armour,   to  their  view 

M ,  the  DuelUji,  came  forth  ; 

All  knew,  and  all  confeft  his  worth, 

AUjalHfied,  with  fmiles  array'd. 

The  happy  choice  their  dam  had  made. 
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